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As the following work treats much of independence 
of mind, and of the effects which ambition produces 
upon the heart and character of man, I know not that 
I can ask a better grace for it, than to be allowed to in- 
scribe it to one who has run through so great a career 
as your lordship, reaping from it nothing but honour. 
But though I have been a witness to the devotion of' 
your life to public duty, perhaps no part of it inspired 
me with more admiring respect, than the disinterested 
manner in which, after so ably administering your 
power, you voluntarily laid it down. Surrounded by 
the friends of your love, and who give you' all their 
veneration in return, you are a happy example of the 
better sort of ambition treated of in this work. 

I have other reasons of private attachment, which 
make me not less glad to profit by an opportunity of 
marking my grateful respect for your virtues: but with 
these, however they may influence individual feeling, 
the world is not concerned. 

That Providence, which preserved you amid the 

dangers of your earlier career, may continue to watch 

over you, during the repose of your honourable life, is 

the sincere wish of 

Your most attached Friend, 

And obliged humble Servant, 

THE AUTHOR- 
iondoD, March 6th, 1837. 



PREFACE. 



That species of literary composition called the No- 
Tel has been carried to so consummate a pitch of perfec- 
tion during the last twenty or thirty years, that, in its 
power of delineating, exciting, or soothing the human 
heart, it almost rivals the Drama itself. True, the No- 
vel must ever want that great advantage of the Drama, 
which the name of the latter implies, — ^that of reprt" 
Hnting by action; and it is also inferior, inasmuch as 
it never can soar into poetry. This, however, cannot 
be done even by Rhetoric, with all its flowers; and 
both this species of writing, and Rhetoric itself, must 
always be content to be prose. And yet, as the Drama 
charms us in the closet without being acted, and also 
without being always poetry, there is no reason, it 
priori^ why a Novel, founded on human nature, and not 
confined to mere pictures of things, should not assume 
as high a tone, and possess as much influence over us, 
as any unacted dramatic prose composition. As to re- 
presentation, we are often more charmed with Shak- 
speare, in our libraries, than even upon the stage; and 
the plays of Miss Baillie, on the passions, speak to our 
minds as forcibly, and as beautifully, as if they were 

E resented to the eye and ear by the best acting of Eem- 
le or Siddons. 

We allow, however, that the Novel, being confined 
to prose, loses not only the elevation of poetry, but that 
inexpressible charm which arises from beautiful, mea- 
sured, and lofty language. The subjects of the Novel, 
too, being for the most part busied with ordinary life, 
cannot entirely compare with the higher subjects of the 
Drama. In the Novel, whatever may have been done 
for it by exalted genius, we can scarcely expect to wit* 
ttess 

•* Gorgfeous Tragedy, 
la •cepter'd pall, come sweeping byi'*" 
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though the Author of Waverley has made eren this al* 
most doubtful. 

A greater authority, indeed, than our^s, carries its 
sentiments in favour of the Novel, as compared with 
the Drama, much farther than w6 do; for in point of 
limit, and, as it were, in the abstract, it gives the pre- 
ference to the Novel. *^ There is no element of dra- 
matic composition,'' (says the Quarterly Review) 
^^ which may not be successfully employed in the Ro-> 
mantic; but the Drama being essentially a much more 
limited representation of life than the Ropiance, many 
sources of interest are open to the latter, from which 
the former is completely debarred.'' The writer adds^ 
that ^^ it is altogether out of the question to limit, in 
any manner whatever y the dominion of the sister art," 
meaning novel-writing. Finally, he says, that '^ as to 
materials, the empire of Romance includes that of the 
Drama, and includes therein perhaps its finest pro- 
vince."* 

These sentiments, as they regard the subjects of Ro- 
mance, are certainly correct. But inasmuch as they do 
not even allude to the great if not the only reason for 
the superiority of dramatic composition, (distinct from 
its capability of representation,) — namely, that its vehi- 
cle is, or may be, Poetry, — they are abstractedly per- 
liaps not quite so just as they were intended to be* 
With this exception, however, the argument of the 
masterly article in the Review is unanswerable. 

Take Poetry from the Drama, and, from its limited 
range, it becomes instantly inferior to Romance; for 
even in point of language, its superiority is lost. To 
this latter fact, our few Tragedies in prose bear testi- 
mony. In regard to Comedy, too, even though sus- 
tained by dialogue and visible action, there is no rea- 
son (except as drawn from the merits of the respective 
^vriters) why it should bear the palm from the narra- 
X ive mode of composition. 

We have mentioned the Author of Waverley. What 
clramatist, except Shakspeare, surpasses him? Who 
else can even approach him in his delineations of cha- 

Quarterly Review for Sept. 1826, p. 364— ••LtTcs of the 
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racter; his knowledge of the human heart and mind^ 
the beauty, variety y and magnificence of his descriptions? 
Waverley, Old Mortality, Kenilworth, Ivanhoe, Quen- 
tin Durward, Rob Roy, and the Heart of Mid-Lothian^ 
produce all the efifect of perfect Dramas, except that 
they are in prose. The first (but for this exception) 
might rank even as an epic poem. Yet all these are 
Novels. 

As to knowledge of mankind, nothing forbids, (on 
the contrary,, every thing requires) that the novelist 
should be at least as consummate an observer of the 
passions as the writer of dramatic poetry. There is, 
perhaps, more knowledge of the heart, and more acute- 
ness of observation in Gil Bias, than in all the plays of 
all nations put together, save only those of Shakspeare. 
If, therefore, " the proper study of mankind is man," 
the Novel should never have lost it's relative conse- 
quence in comparison with the Drama. It did lose^ it^ 
however, after Fielding and Richardson were no more; 
and, with the exception of the Vicar of Wakefield, some 
few other elegant compositions, and the Novels of 
SmoUet, (which are broad satires, rather than pictures 
ef mankind,) this species of writing dwindled into 
trash, in the hands of feeble men or of mere fanciful 
women. 

For the honour of the sex, however, it was Woman 
that restored the Novel to its usefulness, and therefore 
to its consequence. Witness Madame D'Arblay, who 
led the way; and Miss Edgeworth, who pursued it with 
an effect, an attraction, and a success which all admit. 
The last, indeed, showed that the sunken and despised 
|>Iovel, might, when restored to its vigour, be convert- 
ed even into an instrument of a nation's good. If the 
love, the respect, and often the admiration which their 
English fellow subjects now feel for them, are of any 
Talue to the Irish, in exchange for the cold and most 
unjust disparagement with which the Irish character 
was once treated here, I will venture to hazard an 
opinion, that to this change Miss Edgeworth has very 
much contributed. To both nations, therefore, she may 
be considered as an amiable benefactress. 

In all these respects, then, the descriptions of char- 
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Myfreedxift 
Halts not particttlaxiy, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax. 
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But though the last years of Lord Chatham's life 
may a£ford useful lessons to Englisli ambition, all that 
the Author intended, in introducing a retiring great 
Minister upon the scene, was to paint generally, the 
intrigues which, according to the characters in his 
workf might be expected to follow such an event; not 
that those intrigues or characters were actually the same 
as in history. 

In the same manner it is necessary, in the work, to 
introduce a Chancellor, for the purpose of a solemn 
judgement; and a critic might, by the help of a politi- 
cal index, and an attention to the anecdotes scattered 
up and down the book, discover, that Lord Camden 
was probably Chancellor at the time; but still Lord 
Camden was not meant, for all that 

These inconveniences, however great, are, from the 
nature of the subject, unavoidable, while the scene is 
at home, and the time, from internal evidence, speci- 
fied. It is, therefore, against the improper use of this 
specification that the Author asks leave to protest; he 
lays a claim which he hopes will be allowed, to be per- 
mitted to use illustrative anecdotes, or emphatic dicta, 
as mere general materials, without being tied down to 
the consequences of their being specifically and incor- 
rectly applied. Such applications might have been 
eluded, by laying the scene in another country, and in 
no specified sra; but the ambition and the persons de- 
scribed, would not then have been English ambition, 
or English persons; and though the inconveniences 
might be cured, the advantages would be lost To re- 
medy the inconvenience, and preserve the advantage, 
can only be accomplished through the candour of the 
reader, pondering the truth of these explanations. 

this illness may possibly lead to a most important resignation in 
the present time. It might really, therefore, require some can- 
dour, if left unexplained, to belieye that what is described of the 
same nature, in the work, may not have been intended with par- 
ticular allusions to the present day. All that can be said upon it 
is, that the scene in the book was finished fourteen months agt>, 
and actually in the press, before this last most sudden as well as 
unhappy event could have been even contemplated. 
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INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 

THE TOUH OF BBAUGLSRX. 

Forth issiung on a summer's mom to breathe 
Among the pleasant villages and &rms. 

MiKTOK. 

Let the issue show itself. 

Sbakspsa&b. 

Why, in my old age, I have proposed to myself to 
record the passages of the earlier life of a person deser- 
vedly most dear to me, it is of little consequence for 
the world to know; though it is from a far higher mo- 
tive than mere amusement But if I think it right to 
direct their publication, after I am no more^ that is 
another question which ought to be explained. 

It is simply then, because, however my task may be 
performed, it seems to me that the early life of De Vere 
abounds in what may afford useful food for the heart; 
and exhibits that which no person can wish to imitate 
without being the better for it. With this reason for 
my undertaking, I shall, without further preface, pro- 
ceed to relate how, in my early youth, I first became 
acquainted with him, and obtained his history up to 
th^ epoch. And though I almost immediately after- 
wards went abroad, and therefore was not an eye-wit- 
ness of the important passages which directly follow- 
ed, I shall proceed with the work to its close, as if I 
had been present, only assuring the reader, from the in- 
timacy which afterwards grew between De Vere and 
myself, that my sources of information could not be 
more authentic. 

In the year 17—, though just of age, and my own 
master, I grew, I know not why, tired of London; and, 
after finding that the Mall of St James's Park, (every 

2 
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leaf and lady of which I had got by heart,) had lost 
its charms, and that I could even come away from 
the Opera before the ballet was half over, I resolved 
to commence a tour I had planned for the summer, 
and found myself one night at Dunchurch in War- 
wickshire. 

To be sure I was rather surprised in the morning, 
when my windows were opened, and I snufifed the air 
of a blooming orchard, and heard birds, instead of the 
cries of Piccadilly; but recollecting myself, I jumped 
up with all the alacrity of a youth just set free from 
what had eeased to interest him, in order to enjoy what 
at least had novelty to recommend it My horses had 
been sent on three days before, and I mounted with all 
the gaiety of one-and-twenty. 

But, reader, do not be afraid of an ordinary tour. 
No ! I am not going to describe landscapes; my object 
is man. Not Warwick Castle, therefore, that midland 
splendour, shall detain me; nor even Kenil worth itself, 
that " princely palace of pleasure" of other times; not 
even tfiough the latter has recently had a thousand in- 
terests attached to it, by the witcheries of one who is 
second alone to the great dramatic poet, in the bril- 
liancy'of his elucidations of England's story.* 

In truth, though this storied fabric presents volumes 
of associations by which we are enabled to remember 
what it was^ it is too completely dilapidated to excite 
cither much curiosity or much admiration in viewing 
what it is. Its grandeur is as a tale that is told. Ne- 
vertheless it proved, in the present instance> a source 
of interest, by furnishing the game of which I was in 
search. 

On leaving Warwick, I was passed by a gentleman 
well mounted, whose open, yet lofty manner, and speak- 
ing countenance, even in the rapid glance I had of him, 
could not fail to excite my observation. I wished to 
behold him again, though I checked my first impulse 

* The noyel of Kenilworth was published in 1821, and this 
might, on a comparison with the story, lead to a surmise, that 
the author was a tolerably old gentleman when he wrote. But this 
passage is not only written in much fresher ink than the rest, but 
m a different hand, and moreoyer in a sort of note.— r£i£ilor. 
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to overtake hJm. It is too uncivil, thought I. To my 
satisfaction, however, he himself pulled up, and, with- 
out hurrying, I came close to him. 

For some yards, each had an undisturbed view of 
the other, and I was struck with a ttirn of feature and 
general physiognomy, in which reflection and reserve 
seemed at first to predominx^, to the exclusion of every 
thing else. His dignified air gave me the notion of a 
person of the very first breeding. Yet it seemed not 
the breeding of London, but had evidently a stamp of 
its own. Had I been in Spain, I should certainly have 
saluted him with a ^^ Senor Cavallerp;" and I thought 
of the days of Gil Bias. But in England we are not 
made for this, and the stranger resuming his pace, was 
quickly out of sight. 

I know not why, but I seemed sorry to lose him, 
and could not help wishing to inquire, of his groom, 
who he was. The groom was dressed in a jockey cap, 
and rather old-fashioned livery of tawney and red ; and 
lingered awhile behind his master, occupied with some- 
thing wrong about his saddle. 

The sight of the ponderous Keep of Kenilworth, 
and its mouldering walls, from the mere interstices of 
which, a whole grove of birch and mountain ash 
pushed their white stems and red berries, drove the 
late object of my curiosity out of my head ; and I had 
finbhed my view of the place, and was preparing to 
remount, when turning through the arch of an old la- 
belled gateway, I saw him again. 

He was just within the precinct ; and, as he viewed 
the ruin, seemed lost in thought. Perceiving me about 
to enter too, which brought us front to front, he yielded 
the passage with a high but civil air; and this sort of 
approximation, even amongst Englishmen, (if they 
have ever stirred from home,) creates an opening to 
something more, if they please. In a Frenchman it 
goes a good way towards a liaison intitne. 

Iq this instance it so far broke the ice between us, 
that each seemed prepared with some passing sentence; 
and mine, I own, was about the weather. 

He, however, spoke first; and, in rather a deep, but 
yet the most musical voice I had ever heard from one 
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of my own sex, observed upon the impossibility, 
changed as England was, of viewing such a place 
without feeling onei's interest excited. 

I assented; and, after pausing some time, he asked 
if ever I had visited this scene before ? 

I said ^^ No/' and that I was even a stranger to the 
midland counties. 

He answered shortly, ** You have then a very in- 
teresting country to see;" and bowing himself away, 
. rejoined bis horses, which were waiting for him at the 
outer gate, while mine had moved on. 

He naounted, and was again quickly out of sight 

It was unaccountable what a wish I felt to be better 
acquainted with this stranger, and I almost lamented 
that my horses had not been ready with his, as it was 
possible, though I thought not probable, that he might 
have permitted me to join him. 

There was an interest about the whole manner of 
this person which I can neither describe nor account 
for ; so directly did it address itself to the feelings. 
Before he spoke, the first impression excited was that 
of great esteem, or rather respect ; but he had not ut- 
tered half a sentence before his countenance was light- 
ed up with a play, if not a smile, about the mouth,, 
which amounted to sweetness, and which, added to bis 
voice, and the sparkle of an otherwise melancholy eye, 
converted one's reverence immediately into liking; 
But the moment he had done speaking his deep i^serve 
was resumed, and he reminded me of the pictures of 
the great Prince of Orange, surnamed the Taciturn, 
who inspired Philip the Second with fear, even in the 
depths of the Escurial. 

when he first passed me, I took him for a man of 
above thirty; but when I joined him again, I perceived 
that six or seven and twenty must be the outside of 
his age. I kept thinking of him as I loitered on, in a 
still evening, to Litchfield, till the beautiful cathedral 
of that city, with its twin towers looming in the tw»- 
• light, and set off almost to magnificence in ^Mhe dun 
obscure," diverted my attention. I listened to the 
person who detailed the legend of the ^^ field of dead 
bodies," and that other legend of Loud Brooke^s 
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death) at which many of our grandfathers have blessed 
themselves. There was still a third legend, almost 
as surprising, of William de Lichfield, the famous 
preacher of the fifteenth century, in whose study, 
after his death, no less than three thousand four score 
and three manuscript sermons were found. 

The quiet little sovereigns of the present Close, em- 
ploy themselves as edifyingly perhaps, but somewhat 
differently I trow. Whether they do or not, I love a 
Cathedral Close, with all its old buildings and canoni- 
cal houses, and little aristocracy of clergy, and gen- 
tlemen's families of the county, who, however afiable 
from nature, combine to keep the rest of the town at 
a distance, in proportion as the rest of the town treads 
upon their heels, or even goes beyond them in the in- 
fluence of riches. Peace to their happy dignities. 

I had a wish to see the 

" Smug and flilrer Trent,'* 

SO I pushed on the next day to Burton, when, to my 
S^^^^ joy^ on entering the town, I again beheld my 
dignified acquaintance of the morning before. 

I knew not whether th^ intercourse I had had with 
him authorized in me the liberty of recognition. I 
knew not if I was^ven remembered. But he himself 
pat an end to doubt, by touching his hat. He rode 
gracefully, had a beautiful horse, and was pleased to 
commend mine. I say pleasedj because it is extraor- 
dinary in the little instant of our acquaintance, what 
an ascendancy he seemed to have acquired over me. 

As the road of each lay along the bank of the river 
we had crossed, and he spoke but little, except with 
that mute observing eye which had so attracted me, I 
began, in order that I might not again lose him in a 
hurry, a conversation, on the agreeableness of the 
river, and its etymology; and asked his opinion whe- 
ther the name really came from the French trente; 
owing to its supposed thirty streams; because the num- 
ber, I said, was doubted. 

** I believe in the derivation," said he, **if only for 
the sake of Milton, and should still do so even though 
some critiC) in the spirit of a land surveyor, should 

2* 
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prove to me that there were actually but twenty-nine 
arms to it, instead of thirty/' 

'^ I recoUeet^" I replied, ^' his emphatic invocation 
to the rivers, to .which I believe you allude: 

'And Trent, that like some earth-born ^ant spreads 
His thirty arms along th' indented meads.' " 

The sentleman looked assent, and approbation too^ 
and took a closer measure of me with his eye, than he 
had hitherto done. It seemed to say^ ^^ are you worth 
knowing?'' 

As the talk I found was to be on my side, I then 
ventured to say, " you have a finer river still, I believe^ 
in Derbyshire?" and mentioned the Dove. 

'* 'Tis more romantic," he replied, ** but not so be- 
neficial to the farmer, or merchant" 

'^ The descriptions I have read, but particularly the 
enthusiasm of Cotton about it, in the most charming 
pastoral in the world, has brought me," I observed^ 
** into this country." 

^ You refer," said he, '^ to old Izaack Walton;" and 
again he threw his eyes over me from head to foot He 
then added, ^^ As you seem on a tour, I cannot help 
wishing for the honour of our country, iliat you had 
not made it without a better guide than the mere maps 
and travelling directions with which you are no doubt 
provided; and I regret that as I have business at Sod- 
bury, and must then cross back into Staffordshire, I 
cannot be of assistance to you; but you seem to have 
so much feeling for what you see, that I really should 
be glad, if you will permit it, to do the honours of the 
Dove, as far as our way lies together. Give me leave 
at the same time, if you will excuse the liberty, to ask 
who it is, I have the pleasure of addressing?" 

As he said this with perfect good breeding, and as 
there was a sort of protecting manner in it, which 
seemed thoroughly natural in a man a few years my 
superipr in age, who was also ofiering to do me a most 
agreeable favour, I accepted his kindness, adding, that 
my name was Beauderk, son of the late Colonel Beau- 
elerk, of Devonshire. 

He said it was a good name, and told me his own, 
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which was De Vere; he then added thou^itfuHy, that 
he believed a very near relative of hia» and my father^ 
had been brother-soldiers. 

This Was no bad passport to further civilities; and I 
accompanied him to different points^ of view on the 
river, which, though by no means so romantic as near 
its source among tiie hills, let in a variety of wood, 
hill, and watered valley, such as I then had never seen 
equalled, and such as Milton has described as even to 
be found in heaven. I could not help observing it to 
my grave companion, and rather warmly, rapt out the 
lines, 

" For earth hath this variety from heaven, 
Of pleasure situatein hill and dale." 

My new acquaintance recognised the quotation, and 
seemed not at all displeased either with tiie passage or 
the warmth with which I applied' it. 

" With such a feeling for poetry,'' said he, " as you 
bring along with you, you are well qualified to travel 
in a pastoral country, which this is beyond every 
thing ill England." 

^' I know not a happiness more pure," I observed, 
"than what we are now enjoying." 

** Is that your real feeling," he said, ** or is it only 
the evanescent sentiment of a youns man, eonscious 
that he will please his hearer by it?" 

As he said this, he gave me a searching look, which 
I did not like; then suddenly apologized, and with no 
little ceremony, for a liberty which, he added, nothing 
could justify. He was severely silent for many minutes 
afterwards. But his self-blame, (for so it seemed,) as 
well as my wonder, were forgotten in our approach to 
Sudbury, which now opened to our view. 

The whole place delighted me. It seemed the very 
abode of Pan, and the Dryadesque puelhe of Virgil ; 
only, the ample domain and keeping of a great English 
country gentleman, drove Virgil and his fauns out of 
my head, as soon as they got there. I was mute with 
the varying emotions caused by this enchanting place* 
It was not that there were any Salvator Rosa scenes j 
toy of those craggy fells, glittering with rock and 
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stream ; any great lake, or sublime height, which a 
painter worships. But there was a well timbered park, 
vast and venerable enough to be the appendage of an 
ancient noble, yet not so boundless as to take away the 
notion of a perfectly domestic domain. 

In the middle of it, the beautiful mansion itself rear- 
ed a placid front, in which elegance and antiquity were 
so-conjoined, and over which calm dignity so quietly 
presided, that it gave one the idea of a sylvan or rural 
reign, in the family that owned it, of the longest and 
most pleasing duration. 

Such, indeed, had always been the happy seat of the 
Vernons, which, unlike most great seats, rich as it is 
in nature and art, coupled with it the idea of the 

^ Secuia quies, 
▲c nescia fallere Titay'' 

generally to be found only in humbler scenes. 

I was so occupied with the thoughts thus called up, 
that I became as silent as my companion ; though, big 
with my impressions, I once burst out, with — 

"Et T08 agrestum presentia numina fauni," 

and was going on, when perceiving liow closely be 
watched me, I stopt, and contented myself with ad- 
miring in plain English prose. 

'^ I am not surprised," said he, ^^ at your impressions^ 
which are my own almost at the present moment, 
when I see this place for perhaps the twentieth time. 
The best wish, therefore, which I can give you, is, 
that they may last ; but the impressions of man — pkT" 
ticularly of a young man " 

Here he again checked himself. 

"My dear Sir," I could not help saying, "I hope 
these half-hinted prognostics are not ominous to me." 

"I meant not to make you uncomfortable," replied 
he, ^^and beg a thousand times you will forgive me, 
for what I fear must have appeared very abrupt, if not 
very rude to you ; and, as I must now leave you, per- 
mit me to add, that if you had not much interested 
me, I should not have thus offended against good 
breeding." 
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This apology was uttered in a manner so dignified, 
that it seemed as if I was the person offending, and I 
expressed my sincere regret that I was to see him no 
more. 

**I know not why that should be/' said he, "if 
really you have the command of your time, and care 
not where you bestow it : for little less than this 
should induce you to visit a man, though the son of 
your father's friend, utterly without power to con- 
tribute to your amusement. My abode is only in the 
next county." 

"In Staffordshire!" cried I : " how gladly would I 
wait the conclusion of your buisness here, if you 
would allow me the benefit of your guidance through 
the forest of Needwood, which I* purpose visiting in 
my tour." 

The stranger smiled, and politely observed, that 
even if it did not lie in his way, it would give him 
satisfaction to do so; but, as it happened, nothing 
could be more convenient to him, as the forest of 
Needwood was close to his door. 

" If, therefore^" continued he, " you will join me to- 
morrow morning at the prettiest inn in England, which 
is hard by, and ask for Mr. De Vere, I may probably 
in the evening have the honour to receive you at my 
house." 

I said I should be too happy, and we parted, on my 
side, with regret. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

NEEDWOOD. 

I know each Iftne^ and eveiy aXXey rreen, 
Dtng^le, and bushy dell, of this wild wood. 
And every bosky bourne, from side to side, 
My daily walk, my ancient neighbourhood. 

Hii.T02r. 

While here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this pkin. 

Shakbpsa&x. 

I WAS punctual to my appointment, and set out early 
with my interesting companion ; who, however,, but 
little relaxed from the thoughtfulness which seemed 
habitual to him. When we entered the forest of Need- 
wood', indeed, his features became more complacent; 
and he was cheerful as he pointed out the different 
views, formed by glades of beautiful turf, dividing 
groves of old oak and elm, while the intervals were set 
off with thickets of thorn and beech, of the most gro- 
tesque shapes, forming the very revelling of forest 
scenery. 

** All this, however,'* he said, with a sigh, "will 
soon be cut down, and disappear in the progress of 
what is called improvement; and if increased happiness, 
(the only real improvement I know,) is the effect of 
increased population, for which of course food must be 
provided, I suppose it is rightly so called. Yes! I sup- 
pose it will be right, that these fine glades, and this 
green turf, which invite so much to healthful exercise; 
these extensive sheep walks, the only vestiges left to 
remind us of that pastoral life once so dear to England, 
and which charms us still in song and story; that all 
this," (he added with a lowering change of counte- 
nance) ^* should yield to the superior benefits conferred 
by the Cyclopes forge, and the weaver's shuttle. Yes! 
yes!" continued he, " I know I am wrong;" and he 
pushed on his horse, though the weather was sultry 
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hot, as if to expel thoughts that were evidently not 
agreeable. 

Soon, however, he resumed his previous mariner, 
and seemed pleased to show the fine seats, or remnants 
of seats, in the forest; ^ the many parks which Camb- 
den talks of, wherein the gentry hereabouts frequently 
exercise themselves with great applicatiouy in the 
agreeable toil of bunting." 

The evening now overtaking us, our ride was deli* 
cious, and we proceeded, not too briskly, though in un- 
broken silence, till we came to a large park-like gate 
of seven bars, opening through a rough palisade fence 
which stretched across a broad avenue, (for jt was too 
wide to be called a lane) which lay to the left At this 
we entered. The trees seemed better timbered, and 
were more in line than the groups we had left Every 
thing was grave and still; and the loud rebound of the 
gate in closing upon us, occasioned an echo through 
woods and fields beyond, which appeared to my then 
humour peculiarly solemn and pleasing. 

The trees on each side formed the skirts of a forest 
road, on either hand of which lay a horse-path, over 
turf of the same elasticity with that which had render- 
ed the open woods so agreeable, spite of even meridian 
ardors. The dew had now begun to fall; the green hue 
of every thing v^as heightened, and there iarose a cool- 
ness which was only the more delicious from the con- 
trast it formed to the magnificent heat we had left 
The freshness of the scene seemed caught by our horses 
as well as ourselves. * 

My companion's horse, indeed, began to neigh with 
pleasure, as I thought, at the agreeableness of the scene, 
and even quickened his pace, as if by secret impulse, 
till the trees which lined the road, terminating on the 
right, let in a fair seat or' gentleman's residence, which 
1 immediately stopped to examine. 

What I at first thought a sunk fence before the house, 
displayed every thing to the best; but I soon discover- 
ed that it formed part of a moat, which went entirely 
round the mansion and ofiSces. They stood in the midst 
of gardens laid out in a very old-fashioned style. Two 
immense gates of iron, of a very massive pattern, hay- 
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ing barbs to their pikes, which had once been gilt, rose 
at each end of that part of the moat which fronted us. 
They were flanked by stone pillars of proportionate 
magnitude; on the top of one of which, the figure of a 
boar, cut in stone, supported a shield of arms of sincient 
simplicity, being quarterly gules, and or; while on the 
other, a talbot supported the same sort of shield azure, 
surmounted with the honourable distinction of a label 
of three points, and bearing a citique-foil ermine. 

The whole place looked so venerably interesting, 
that I could not help wishing a longer examination of 
it; but what chiefly struck me, was a large, and origin- 
ally well shaped obelisk or column, which rose in the 
open space before the moat, fenced round with iron 
spikes. It was of yellowish stone, (at least made so 
with age,) and in many places was crumbled so as to 
be defaced. On the pedestal, however, was a tablet 
which had been kept in sufficient preservation to make 
its inscription perfectly visible. 

Curious almost to impertinence in these things, I 
jumped off my horse, (a movement which my com- 
panion did not oppose,) to read the inscription: it was 
m old characters, rather dilapidated ; bore the date 
1572^ and read thus: 

" Trust in tliy own jfood sword. 
Bather than Princes' word. 
Trust e'en in fortune sinister. 
Rather than Princes' minister. 
Of either, trust the g^iile. 
Rather than woman's smile. 
But most of all Eschew, 
To trust in Parvenu." 

Under the'tablet was a device, cut rudely enough, 
in the same crumbling sort of stone, consisting of the 
shaft of a column, broken from its base, and the trunk 
of a tree hollow with age, but from which one or two 
fresh branches seemed to sprout, with the motto of 

*• Insperata floruit." 

Rude, and even uncouth as all this was, I was pleased 
with it The place seemed worthy of the pillar ; the 
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pillar, of the sentiment; and both place and sentiment 
filled me with reflection. I feared indeed to detain my 
companion, but saw with pleasure he was disposed to 
give me all the time I could wish. He was however 
silent, till I remarked, as to the inscription, that there 
appeared more ingenuity in the thought, than skill in 
the execution ; but that the thought itself was, I hoped, 
unfounded, and the poetry, even for that age, seemed 
bad. 

**For the thought," returned my companion, "if 
you consider it unfounded, (which, at your age, is so 
natural,) I will not be the person to defend it As for 
the poetry, I cannot pretend to say much for that ; 
but you see it is at least very old. This identical in- 
scription, tablet and all, was supposed to have been 
cut from the wall of the cabinet or oratory of Edward 
de Vere, seventeenth Earl of Oxford, at Castle Head- 
iogham, in Essex, the chief seat of the family. He was 
a poet, and not a very good one, but ranked with 
those of his time; and this, added to his quarrels with- 
his father-in-law, Burleigh, for not saving his friend 
the Duke of Norfolk, according as he thought, to a 
promise made, both by queen and minister, created a 
tradition in the family that the inscription was his. 

^'Whether in his passion, (for he was a man of most 
vehement spirit) by ParvenUj he meant the minister^ 
whose family, though ancient enough, was not to be 
compared with his own ; or whether it referred to an 
insinuating, designing flatterer of a secretary, who he 
thought had influenced the minister, I cannot make 
out; but I certainly am not averse tp the sentiment 
contained in the last . couplet, whatever I may be to 
those preceding ; which also/' he added with a sort 

of hesitating seriousness, ** may have their favour- 
ers." 

"Which of my ancestors," he then went on, ^* trans- 
ferred the tablet, and built a column for it in this place, 
1 have never discovered ; but mouldering as is this 
memorial of trust ill requited, the family never would 
suffer it to be taken down, and I have thought it my 
iuty, whether from my love of quaintness, or from 

3 
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old prejudice, to follow their example, and have ac- 
cordingly preserved it." 

He ceased ; and his last words surprised me not a 
little, since they announced my companion as no other 
than the oUrner t)f this singular, recluse,^ and interest- 
ing residence. 

By this time his groom had dismounted, and opened 
one of the ponderous iron gates above mentioned, at 
which he stood with great respect until his mastershould 
enter. As I was myself off my horse, my conductor 
followed my example, and leading the way, took off 
his hat as we passed the moat bridge into his demesne, 
and shaking hands with me with great courtesy, while 
he pointed to the two shields of arms on the pillars, 
and particularly to that supported by the boar (the de- 
vice of the old Earls of Oxford,) said I was welcome 
to Talbois, the ancient residence of the Astleys and 
De Veres. 

" We are not what we were," observed he, with 
something, which I could not help thinking emotion; 
^V yet more illustrious families than ours have taken 
the motto that would best become usj—* Fuimtis,^ 
God, however, knows what is good for us all, and 
submission to. him is our honour as well as duty." 

He said this with firmness, and almost even with 
cheerfulness ; and I felt my respect rise higher and 
higher for him as he led the way towards the house. 



CHAPTER in. 

A SECLUSION. 



No lon^r staying than to give 4hc mother 
Notice of my affair. 

Shakspsirb. 

The house of Talbois, which owed its designation 
to the Angevin family of that name, which anciently 
possessed it, had been the residence of that Elizabetli 
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Talbois, who bore a son to Henry VIII. whom, he 
created Duke of Richmond. From that family, it 
passed to the famous Astleys, and by marriage to the 
De Veres. It was completely old-fashioned, but not 
now, as formerly, gothic. It Was not even of the 
date of Elizabeth; though the mansion was moated all 
round. It had been rebuilt, in the time of Charles XL, 
very differently from its original taste, though the 
architect, to my great delight, had preserved a pre- 
cious relic of the old fabric, which, without much in- 
quiry into suitableness, he had, in all its quaiutness, 
fairly tranaierred to. the new one. This was neither 
more nor less than a balustrade, forming a parapet oii 
the top of the walls, and shaped i^to large Roman let- 
ters, which exactly spelled the adage, ^' Feabe God 
OBATE THE RiALL KiMTGE." This took Up the whole 
front, parallel to which, ran a long, broad, and well 
kept gravel- walk, on the sides of which were placed 
orange-trees in tubs, each end terminating with a statue 
of marble. 

None of the owners could find it in their hearts to 
fill up the moat ; a disposition which was inherited to 
the full by the present owner, with the rest of their 
property. 

The house and grounds-^but why should I describe 
them, when I find it already done to my hand, in an 
old survey which I afterwards.met with in the library? 
According to this, it was, (at least at the end of the 
seventeenth century,) '* the most delicious mansion in 
the county; the house is built of squarred stone, quite 
through ; the gardens about it have delicate vistas, 
with many stately gates of iron-work, curiously paint- 
ed and gilt, leading into theim, with mounts, and pla> 
ces of repose at the end. I will not go on to describe, 
or rather transcribe, " the curious water-works within 
a large rotunda, opening with fair iron gates opposite 
the house;'' or, << the long fair canal, at the soath end 
of which was a delicate grotto." Neither will I paint 
'^the staiiuiSf eskch in its own proper grove;" nor 
" the extraordinary plantations of trees, and admira- 
ble walks, to which, though there are other fine ones 
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at'Other gentlenien's seats, yet aoae are comparable." 
I will not do this, because the water-works had been 
abandoned as loo espengive to keep up ; the grotto : 
had fallen into neglect ; and the canal become a mere 
tank for carp and eels. As for the ttatuas, ex- 
cept the two at the ends of the broad walk in front of ; 
the house above mentioned, they had all fallen from 
their pedestals, and lay dismembered among the long 
grass, which had been allowed to overrun their appro- , 
priate groves. But for the plantations, they had long 
been cut down for nobler purposes than the mere plea- , , 
Hires of ornament and shelter, however natural, as well . 
as agreeable, those usually are. .^ 

On arriving at the ball-door, we were greeted by n- -. 
ther a portly dotnestic, in the same old livery of orange- . 
tawney and red, which I had observed on the groom; •'. 
and Mr. De Vere, forgetting me for a moment, rather ., 
eagerly asked if his mother was well. . 

"Her ladyship is quite as well as when you left her, , 
and has been expecting you all day, Sir;" was the re- ,\ 

ply- r 

" Foi^ve me," said De Vere, " if for a few minutes , 

I leave you, for an old lady who will be presently re- . 

joiced to see you, but who generally receives me alone ~ 

after any absence, and who perhaps," added he smil- ^ 

ing, " will give me a little scold, for loitering with ' 

you so long in the forest" " 

At thtse words, but first conducting me into a large 

vdiaing-idum on the left, and telling nie he would re- , 

■ifturn in a moment, he proceeded up the great stairs to ; 

m\as mother's apartment 

This was as I wished; for, on first visiting aplace, I \ 
Lam almost childishly inclined to examine' it even to 
minuteness. It seems to give a tone and character to 
'I that i^ to follow, or at least afiects it to a certain de- 
Left alone, therefore, I was able to examine the 
B^ch mouklcd panels of wainscot of the room I was in, 
H^nd a rather heavy embossed ceiling, divided intopro- 
KJecting compartments, the ribs of which, as well as the 
^panels of the wainscot, had formerly been gilt, but so 
Jlong ago, that it only indicated what had been. 



Bat by far the most prominent feature, was a fire- 
hce of immense dimensions, with double pillars on 
ach side, from the floor to the ceilings all excellently 
arved in oak. The two inner pillars, abo^e the man- 
el-shelf^ formed a panel for a whole length picture, 
vhich, when the room was afterwards lighted, I made 
rat to be that of a general officer, dismounted, but 
leaning on his horse. What struck me, however, was 
the paucity as well as plainness of ail the rest of the 
furniture. 

Mr. De Vere not returning, I could not help stray. 
Vug into the hall, which was of large dimensions, some 
fifty or sixty feet deep, and perhaps half as many wide ; 
stlhe bottom of which rose the great staircase, of 
SQch shining oak, that the glimmeripg of the twilight, 
let in from the windows above, was reflected to the 
eye from every step. 

Here again the want of a furnished look, struck 
^w\\h a notion of almost uncomfortableness ; the 
grandeur of the hall in point of size, only telling you 
>»\at\t might be, if properly inhabited. The great 
^ being left open, I advanced to the broad walk 
before it, but it had grown too dark to observe more in 
«ie distance. . There was, however, a freshness from 
^ gurdens and the green herbage of the lawn, which 
^S(^\i5edwith avidity; and the placid silence of the 
puce, ind my own strange position in it, who knew 
^^U(\\j existence a few hours before, involved me in 
^meditation not at all disagreeable; I was, therefore, 
^ther annoyed to be roused by the servants bringing 
^>x tapers to the dining-room, and lighting up the hall, 
^^ to extinguish the twilight and my reverie at the 

^e return of De Vere put an end to all flights of 

r^^\ion, had I had leisure as well as inclination, to 

^^e them. With his usual politeness, he apologized 

^^^vu^ left me so long, and announced that his 

ner, La(]y Eleanor, was quite desirous to see me, 

^"J5 often heard his late father. General De Vere, 

^m mine with great esteem. 

I |0« will find,*' said he, « the remains of some 

h and such yivacity as sixty will permit And 

3* 
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if/' added he, ^^ you perceive it to be a» little tinctured 
with a maivner which near twenty years seclusion could 
scarcely fail to generate, you will not, I hope, think 
the worse of it'* 

So saying, he led the way up stairs, into an apart- 
ment of handsome proportion, but furnished in the 
style of at least a hundred years back, son>ewhat tar- 
nished, and neglected) but still resqsectable. 

But the observation of such slight objects was ba- 
nished in a moment, by the sight of the lady of the 
mansion, who rose from a ponderous fauteuil of crim- 
son velvet, and presented a picture of age, which, 
even to my young view, seemed the most interest- 
ing I had ever seen. She was tall, andr. of a very 
commanding presence, without the least appeanmce of 
infirmity, (or even, as I should have said, of years,) ex- 
cept that her hair was of silver-white, which I after- 
wards understood had turned so, from the most raven 
black, in one night's time; the night in which she saw 
her husband die. Her features, particularly her dark, 
speaking eye, and above all, a ve?y dignified manaer; 
resembling those of her son; or rather, they expressed 
a still higher sense of superiority than was observable 
in him. Her figure and movement tost nothing from 
her dress, which was of black silk, set off by a small 
hoop, and a stomacher, and ruffles, as well as lappets of 
white lace. Such was the outward appearance, of Lady 
Eleanor De Vere. 

At first, I was going up to her, with the jaunty air 
of the new school of London youthful vivacity; and had 
almost offered my hand, but found myself immediately 
checked, I knew not how, as if I had been in the 
vieille cour. Indeed, such it seemed, on her first cour- 
tesy, to be; but soon she put me at ease, by a natural 
frankness, which seemed only to have been restrained 
by education. She mentioned my father, as an esteemed 
friend of one who, she said, (and gave a little sigh as 
she said it,) never threw away his friendships. She was, 
therefore, glad of the extraordinary, and almost roman- 
tic rencontre with her son, which had given them the 
pleasure of receiving me; "though he has been not a 
^e rash," added she, *^ in bringing you to a place and 
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people, so uttedy devoid of power to interest so young 



a man." 



I made as suitable a compliment as I could, in return, 
and De Vere, relaxing much from his grave manner, 
pleaded for himself, that he had forewarned me of this, 
but that I seemed an enthusiast in travelling, and he 
hoped the beauty' of th^ country, as w^U as its many 
antiquities, might interest me for some days. 

"Is. he an enthusiast?" said Lady Eleanor. *'So 
much the worse! But it is a fault which he has time 
enough before him to cure." 

More was prevented by the entry of tlie same do- 
mestic who had greeted our arrival, and who announced 
that supper was served; when, Lady Eleanor ringing 
a little silver bell that was on the table before her, a 
young soobrette, of rather prepossessing appearance, is- 
sued from a tapestry door in an adjoining closet, where 
she performed her waiting, and flinging a little white 
lac^d cloak round the shoulders ot her mistress, the 
latter rose to obey the summons. I would have of- 
fered her my arm, but she declined it, with a slight 
^Uhank you," andtook her son's, which was held out 
as if in a regular course, which no person could be al- 
lowed to interrupt. I observed, however, that no arm 
was necessary, for she proceeded down stairs with as 
much ease as if only in her twentieth year, and seem- 
ed as if she could have tripped it^ but that a sense of 
decorum forbade. 

I followed, pleased with, if I might not say, admiring 
every thing I saw, so totally different from the scenes 
and manners I had left; where I recollected little dif- 
ference in dress, or even manner itself, betweeh girls 
and their grandmothers. In the humour I was in, 
though a little constrained, it was a constraint which 
was not unpleasing, for it proceeded from a feeling of 
respect for my host and hostess, which almost, made 
myself seem respectable. 



CHAPTER IV. 

A HUM0UW9T. 

I must h&ve liberty; 
Withftl !u large a chmrter aa the wind. 
To blow on u'hom I pleue. 

In the supper-room our number was augmented, hy 
* gentleman of no ordinary appearance, manner, and 
• Conversation. He had, what sporUng people would 
*3ll, the darkest brown muzzle of a complexion I ever 
'sw, only made deeper by a black BnituB wig. He had 
^lao a searching, reflecting eye, in which (spite of avi- 
Jorating property in the lids, when under agitation,} be- 
^■^olencB seemed to beam; though a sardonic curi 
^out the mouth, and a large distention of the nostrUs, 
"" he smiled, filled you with a thousand suspicions 
- should be smiling at you. There was a mean- 
his look that made you afraid;aithDugh an other- 
pen, intelligent physiognomy, spite of uncouth- 
isposed you both to trust and like him, if he 
When he shook hands with you, he 
I's length, seemingly retiring from the 
if afraid of too much familiarity, or as if 
iques, "God be with you, let's meet as 
:." He seemed much past the meridian 
U erect, and pale; wore a blue coat of hun- 
h high longitudinal slashed sleeves, and 
?a me. under which was a red waistcoat 
J-fashioned cravat, blue cloth breeches 
roivn silk stockings, completed a picture 
'"able, but by no means vulgar. 

"■as introduced to me by the name 

tern ^'^ '"^ ^"'* ^'^^ saluted De Vcre with 

he v"'' ^''*''>"g Wm by both the hands, 

^•■y reverse of that above described, 

saluteci me. 

you were here," said De Vere, "nor 
^ere in the country." 
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"I have not been home/^ returned he; "but calling 
to pay my duty to Lady Eleanor, and hearing you 
were expected, I willingly obeyed her commands to 
stay dinner, and was, without much' difficulty, persuad- 
ed to take up my old quarters in the Hogarth room." 

"We shall gain, by it," said De Vere, doing the 
honours of the supper; ^^ but how came we to miss 
you on our arrival ?"' 

" He thought me too slj^ptd to entertainr him," ob- 
served Lady Eleanor; '^so, having staid as little after 
coffee as he decently could, betook himself to his own 
thoughts, and his usual ni^t walks." 

"You will certainly be found drowned in the moat 
some of these nights," said De Vere. 

" And as good a retreat as we usually make," re- 
plied the guest 

I thought this an extraordiDarysentimevt, and again 
contemplated the person who tittered it, thouf^ with- 
out much satisfaction, when Lady Eleanor eontinued, 
^ Do you know. Doctor Herbert protests against our 
keeping up the moat. He says it is out of all taste, 
tnd he almost makes Mortimer angry. by abusing it" 

" I would forgive him if that were all," said Mr. 
Harclai. 

De Vere looked thoughtful, and then said, ^ By the 
way, I heard from Dr. Herbert at Sudbury. He is to 
be there to-night, and means to stretch over to us to- 
morrow." 

"He is always welcome,?' said Lady Eleanor. . 

"He will tell you news of the wo**!d," observed 
Harclai, ^^and the silken people in it This will beat' 
least amusing, and beats me all to nothing, who can 
only tell you of village politics, and ringed boys and 
girls." 

"We shall have a court hater and a court lover, aS 
usual," returned Lady Eleanor. 

"I think I had better go home," replied Harclai; 
*' I shall be in the way: though if he comes to per- 
suade you into the world again, I could bear the brunt 
of another battle." 

I thought both Lady Eleanor and her son looked 
uneasy at this, as if he were going too far before a 
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stranger; and Lady Eleanor internipting him said, 
" We must not allow you to abuse the wgrld_before 
our youDg friend here, who has just entered it. I will 
not have him prejudiced." 

" He will fiml it out soon ■ enough," returned Har- 
clai; "even with all the fine lecture wbidi I have no 
doubt the Doctor will read to us upon it to-morrow. 
Indeed, if I had his college, his gardens, and velvet 
bowling^een, and parsoijs to flatter, and youths to 
look up to me — " 

" What then?" asked De Vere. 

" Why, I should think the world a fine place, too," 
answered Harclai ; " and this I once told him. But as 
for his parsons, while they eat him up, there is uot 
one who would care if he were hanged to-morrow, 
provided another dignitary would treat them as well." 

" And this you told him, too," said-De Vere. 

" I did," replied Harclai ; then suddenly overcloud- 
ing, and shaking his head, he added, " Yes, let him take 
his course; and, satisfied himself, lecture others how 
to bear 



He said this with emphasis, and yet in a low tone, 
as if inwardly addressed to himself, and apparently 
unconscious of our presence. t)e Vere, too, became 
abstracted; and it was hia mother alone, who seemed 
to recollect she was a hostess, and had guests. 

" Come," said she, " you are growing churlish, and 
80 I am sure Mr. Beauclerk will think you. I shall, 
tiiereforp, tell him not to mind you, and, what is worse, 
to mind Doctor Her-bert more, which I know will pu- 
nish you,'' 

Harclai, awakening from his reverie, replied with a 
smile, almost sardonic, "No! I can have no rivalry 
with the President; he thinks me much too uncouth 
for his courtly tastes, as well as too ignorant of that 
■•■flrld he loves so well." 

'Nay," said Lady Eleanor, "I must not let you 
*" his love for it, after having given such unex- 
proofs of his disinterestedness." 
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^^He has refused a bishopric, '' observed Harclai. 

" Not one^ but several, '* said De Vere, now rousing 
from his thou^tfulness. 

*^ Well!'' continued Harclai, ^^and what does that 
prove, but that he does not wish to b^ a bish6p ? But 
has he no other attachment to the world?" 

" None, that I know of,'* answered De Vere, '* ex- 
cept that it gives him the happiness of an elegant and 
useful life, which none of us have a right to under- 
value." 

"Let him be ti*ied," replied Harclai.. 

"How?" 

" Let the world neglect him, and see what will come 
of it No! he has never been tried, for all his nolo 
fpiscopart. He cannot," added Harclai, rising, on 
observing Lady Eleanor about to retire, " live in a real 
hermitage, with poor, simple folk for his companions. 
His friends must be amongst the great, or those who 
want to become so." 

"Rather,'* said Lady Eleanor, '* those whom he 
wishes to make so ; for he is always disinterested in his 
kindness." 

"In that," saidHs^cIai, ** I agree ;" and resuming his 
i^riendlv countenance, he took Lady Eleanor's offered 
hanAAd said with an air almost parental, ^^ God bless 
youjIWadam ! and peace be to your house." 

Lady Eleanor said, after all, he was a good creature ; 
to which he replied, " Why, I ought to be ; for, the 
world you suppose me to abuse, is, I find from my last 
idvices, quite reformed." 

"Reformed!" 

"Yes ; for ministers hate taxes — opposition faction — 
t^wyers litigation, and churchmen intolerance. Nay, 
wives are grown good ; there have not been more 
than one or two legal proofs to the contrary at each 
usize town this summer ; the opera was bankrupt last 
winter, and women go to bed at two in the morning. 
Depend upon it this is too good to last ^ Something 
is rotten in the state of Denmark.' " 

" That will comfort you," said Lady Eleanor, wish- 
^i US good night ; and Harclai resumed his seat The 
conversation then, on his part, continued of the same 
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saturnine cast ; for without s<^rtiple or eaution at my 
being a stranger^ 

** He railed on lady Fortune in good teriii% 
•In good set terms," 

and defended himself, when chid by De Vere, pretty 
much as Jaques did with the Duke, by observing that 
his complaint was against all the world, not of any 
particular individual in it ; ** so that," said he, "* my 
taxing, like a wild &)ose,ilies, unclaimed of any man.' '' 

When Mn De vere afterwards attended me to my 
room, he thought it necessary to make an apology for 
the little scene I had witnessed. *• We have, I fear, 
been rudely occupied with ourselves, instead of show- 
ing you the civilities we owe you for so kindly coming 
among us. But Harclai is no common person here, as 
you may perceive. He was one of the. oldest and best 
friends of my late father ; he loves my mother in all 
sincerity ; and, while one of my trustees jointly with 
Dr. Herbert, I cannot tell you what I do not owe him 
myself. From some disappointments, he certainly 
looks most at the wrong side of the heart ; but it is as 
certain that his own is in the right place. You will 
find him, indeed, as worthy as he is singular." 

This account almost pleased, and certaibly interested 
me, about a man whom I at least had thought extraor- 
dinary, if not wild. It only, however, excited my in- 
terest the more, for the people about me ; though 
without this, the gentlemanly bearing and good sense 
of De Vere, the matronly dignity of his mother, and 
the pleasing strangeness of my whole position in this 
my new abode, occupied liiy thoughts long, before I 
could close them in sleep. 
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CHAPTER V. 

HONOUR. 

One in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears. 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

SHAKSFX-Ams. 

I PASS the civilities I received the next day from my 
host and hostess, and the many quick steps by which, 
with congenial tempers, persons unknown to each 
other, advance from good will into a sort of intimacy. 
There must, however, be a warmth of temperament, 
and even of imagination, to bring congeniality always 
to bear. Icicles may be frozen together, and seem ap- 
parently linked ; but it is the warm suii which melts 
and amalgamates correspondent natures, so that they 
run into one another^ and appear individually the same. 
Congeniality of feeling is often as sudden in its effects 
as it is unaccountable. All that we know of it is, that 
it is a delight which ages of intimacy, and even the 
near^ relationship, cannot always purchase ; and those 
arer^ilpong who from wariness, or I had almost said, 
from experience, are afraid to indulge it Thus spoke 
my own young heart If pe Vere^s was not immedi- 
ately responsive to it, perhaps he may be forgiven. 

Both himself and his mother, however, considering 
their habits, did wonders. Lady Eleanor made me tell 
all I knew of my father, and the campaigns he had 
served " with him who was gone." 

She did this while we lingered alone together in the 
great dining-room, the morning after I arrived. She 
did it, too, with her eyes fixed upon the marked and 
fine portrait I had observed the evening before. There 
was a high military air in it; an erect crest, and lofty 
look of rectitude, which fixed the sentiment as the co- 
lours did the eye. 

I was moved, and showed that I was so. Lady Elea- 
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sor was pleased, for she did not shrink from the sub- 
ject; she rather indulged it No tear came into her eye 
while it passed over the well-known features;* but her 
lips, spite of herself, quivered when she began to speak 
of them. 

" I see all you think,** said she, "of this fine resem- 
blance, for such it is. The character of it cannot be 
mistaken. Never was gentleman more truly stamped, 
than on that noble brow !'* 

She said this with clasped hands, and an elevated 
voice. My silent observance showed how I respected 
her. But she checked herself with a command that was 
evidently habitual, and we conversed calmly on the 
topics which the portrait prompted, although there was 
fire and destruction in all its accompaniments; and 
General De Vere, as I afterwards discovered, had died 
the death of a soldier. When I tell my reader that my 
own father had also died his companion in arms in the 
same battle, he may understand the suddenness of the 
sympathy which sprang up between this interesting 
family and me, and the sort of favour into which I 
seemed so immediately taken by this excellent woman. 

In truth, the Lady Eleanor De Vere was a noble 
gentlewoman. Though little smiled upon by fortune, 
she was intrenched, if I may so say, in resp^||^ility 
of every kind. She possessed little of the smooflPrevel, 
and uniform varnish of untried character, which be- 
longs to most of the women of quality of the present 
day. She belonged rather to other times. Sprung from 
a long line of nobles, through both her parents, she 
traced to the Albinis and Plantagenets, and her ances- 
tors had called cousin with a king. This had in fact 
never been forgotten, although it had often to stru^le 
with changes, which had both tried and purified her 
mind. 

Through one of the sources of her being, she derived 
from the Clifibrds, and though with infinitely more 
mildness, she was not ill qualified (had she been push- 
ed to it,) to have imitated her famous ancestor^ the 
threefold Countess of Dorset, Pembroke, and Montgo- 
mery, in her answer to a secretary of <5tate : ** I have 
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been bullied by an usurper, I have been neglected by 
a court; but I will not be dictated to by a subject."* 

If from this introduction, the reader lores the Lady 
Eleanor De Vere, as well as I do, he will perhaps ex- 
cuse ine, if I go on with this sketch; nor perhaps can 
there be a more convenient time for it, than at this 
epoch of our acquaintance. 

Lady Eleanor, then, was the daughter of a noble- 
man of some parliamentary influence in this division 
of the kingdom. This influence he generally exerted 
for the court, and reaped from it the usual benefits 
which ihe eoui:t conferred in i*eturn. The daughter, 
however, and the father, saw things diflerently, and 
Lady Eleanor, while she could not oppose, dared se- 
cretly to lament that the descendant of an hundred 
barons should be content to pass a life in mere parlia- 
mentary manoeuvring, sometimes with the minister 
himself, but more frequently with subalterns, in sup- 
port of his power. As arbitrary in his family as obse- 
quious at the treasury, the Earl of Mowbray could not 
brook the dissent of his child from his proceedings. 
What was worse, he could not bear the superiority of 
her character. Her presence, her observation, though 
mute, became irksome; and her perpetual praises of the 
heroes and patriots of his own blood, who were gone, 
were so many crimes in his eyes, — so many taunts 
upon what he feared she might think (for she never 
expressed it) his degenerate conduct 

Under such restraints, she lost the little afifection he 
had ever entertained for her; and he seized ^ith readi- 
ness, if not with pleasure, the occasion of what he call- 
ed an undutiful opposition to his will, in refusing a high 
alliance, to banish her from his house, as he had pre- 
viously from his heart. It was in vain that she ven- 
tured to assert, not her power of choice, but her liberty 
to refuse; and to ofier, as a composition, never to marry 
but with his entire approbation. Yet in this she was 
ready to sacrifice much, for another had then touched 
her young afifection. But the Earl was inexorable; 

* Her answer to Sir Jos. Williamson, who had written to her to 
ao^iiiiate a court candidate for Appleb/. She added, '* your man 
^hiMi't stand. '' 
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and exiled, portionless, but as unsubdued as beautiful, 
she thought no duty prevented her from bestowing 
herself upon one who loved her too well to balance 
between his prudence, and what he thought affection 
and honour conjoined. Her union with Colonel De 
Vere was, as far as union was concerned, of the hap- 
piest kind. A descent equal to her own, a spirit which^ 
in other times, had been chivalrous, a lofty contempt 
for all that was selfish, proved by a regard for family 
honour, which had comparatively ruined him, com- 
manded her admiration, while the most entire and de- 
licate devotion to herself, sealed her love. The return 
she made for it was ardent, and kept them always 
lovers. . 

The conduct of Colonel De Vere in his family story 
was remarkable. His father, an able but profuse 
man, in the cotirse of various splendid foreign mis- 
sions, had contracted debts to an immense amount. 
Though employed by, and not averse to the govern-^ 
ment, he could not prevail upon his son, who was in 
parliament on their own family interest, to give them 
his support. A dependent friend, then making his 
way in the career of office, hinted the propriety of a 
change in politics, with a view to the allowance of 
many of these debts. It was spurned at 

** Let my father's mind be easy," said De Vere j 
"if breaking an entail will pay the demands, I am 
ready to sign, but let us preserve our independence,'** 

The father balanced — " It will strip you," said he„ 
*^of your finest inheritance, and reduce you to the 
moated house." 

" I will live, then," replied Colonel De Vere, '* in 
the moated house." 

The parent was struck, but would not consent ; at 
least he heisitated, and hesitating, died. Creditors, te 
the amount of eighty thousand pounds, remained to 
curse his memory. 

It was hard upon De Vere: but loftiness of spirit 
(for I will not call it pride,) added to principle, di^ 
rected him to a noble course. He had promised to 
break the entail, a promise which his friends told hinv 
was released, because not accepted by his father. 
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^Mf promise was yirtually to the creditors/' said 
De Vere. In fine, the most considerable estate was 
sold ; the debts were paid^ and De Vere retired, as 
he said he would, to the moated house and compara- 
tive poverty. It was shared by Lady Eleanor with 
cheerfulnessi and while she felt the eclipse of her 
husband, as well as of herself, her admiration as well 
as approbation were unceasing at the generosity that 
had caused. it» 

But the alienation of her father preyed upon her 
heart She mademany efforts to be restored, but in 
Tain; and, sad to relate, the cold and calculating earl, 
though, as his eyes were closing, he sent her a faint 
forgiveness, left the world without having admitted 
her to hifr presence. 

Providence had even greater trials for her. The 
Colonel, now General Pe Vere, fell in battle, mor- 
tally wounded. Lady Eleanor, the moment she heard 
of it flew to the Continent to attend him, but only 
arrived time enough to see him die. 

There is no necessity to pursue the story. Several 
years had elapsed since that disastrous event, but it 
was only her firmness, supported by sincere resi^a- 
tion, that enabled her to resume comparative enjoy- 
ment She was left with two sons of very unequal 
Siges, and had now still more straitened circumstances 
to encounter; for the estate of Talbois, which devolved 
to her eldest son, little more than sufficed to educate 
uid give him the accomplishments that seemed his 
birthright. 

This she could have borne; but the character of that 
eldest son, which she had carefully concealed from his 
fiktho*, who, in his occupations abroad, knew it not, 
gave her the greatest uneasiness. 

In Mortimer, however, she had all comfort; in him 

she seemed to see his father revived. He had all his 

l>uient'8 high qualities; more than his cultivation; 

eveo greater beauty of person; and having fallen from 

Qo high expectations, was naturally buoyant He had, 

however, one great fault — such at least it was under 

his peculiar circumstances: he possessed a warm and 

4» 
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even enthusiastic imaginattan, which often ran away 
with him, and, falling upon ^ spirit hereditarily inde- 
pendent, influenced, as we shall see, the whole cast of 
his life. 

The person now of most consequence to Lady Elea- 
nor, next her children, was her brother. It was not 
that her affection had been much exercised towards 
him. Their long and distant separation, the total dif- 
ference of their lives and characters, and the little 
correspondence they had consequently preserved, pre- 
vented it While she had been sequestered at the 
moated house, the new Earl of Mowbray had followed 
his idol, political ambition, in the only phees where 
that sort of ambition can be worshipped : in courts, in 
senates, and among official deities. To office he had 
been dedicated by his father, from his youth, and up 
the ladder of office he had climbed from the lowest 
round consistent with his rank, till now within^ few 
steps of the top, he had been recently placed at the 
head of an extensive and important department 

It may be thought from this, that Lord Mowbray 
was a highly gifte^ person; a man of genius, of elo- 
quence, of penetrating abilities, of commanding talents; 
at least that he had great public principles oi policy, 
which carried with them a numerous and powerful 
train of followers, and of which he was the inflexible 
representative; at any rate, that he was distinguished 
by the favour of the crown. 

He was none of these. In truth, it is not always that 
these qualifications, even in this country, still less in 
others, are necessary to make a minister of the third or 
fourth order, such as Lord Mowbray. 

Great obsequiousness to the will of the King; greater 
still to the will of the Premier; (obsequiousness 
amounting to the most absolute resignation of opinion;) 
the usages, or, if I may so say, the solemnities of of- 
i^ce; perhaps the very absence of those talents which 
bring forward other men, but which also bring along 
with them jealousy and trouble; these, at particular pe- 
riods, (especially if there is rank and parliamentary in- 
fluence, and the times are not stormy,) are sometimes 
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as successful as a far other description of character, in 
placing a man at the head of a department, though not 
at the head of afiaird. 

The period we speak of, was such a one as we have 
marked. There were already in the council, and 
particularly in the House of Commons, men of the first 
abilities and reputation in the empire. Some were un- 
rivalled in eloquence; some in knowledge of political 
economy; some conciliating; some commanding; unit- 
ed, they were irresistible. The government could af- 
ford to have one common-place minister among them, 
and Lord Mowbray had all the qualifications I hitve 
enumerated to be that one. 

At the same time there was a part of his character 
which, for the undeviating consistency as well as en- 
ergy that he displayed in it, entitled him to all respects 
This was his notion of What he called political disci- 
pline/ As, throughout his career, he had acted upon a 
principle amounting to sacred, of unqualified obedience 
to all who were above him; so even in his first ad- 
vances, he exacted to the letter, from his ofiScial infe- 
riors, all that he himself had paid to those above him. 
A subaltern in ofBce, he used to hold, could have no 
opinion but that of his chief; a member of parliament 
none but that of his party ; and any show of deviation 
from these duties was treated by him as treason, and, 
as such, held in abhorrence. 

These, and other such maxims were laid down by 
him in a manner little less than oracular; they were 
paramount to all others in his notions of government; 
indeed,they were almost the only notions of government 
which he possessed; for as to all great views of policy, 
foreign or domestic, he left them to those whom he at 
the time supported; satisfied, himself, with supporting 
them. 

This little sketch of one of the greatest personages 
of our history, is inserted, perhaps not quite in its re- 
gular order in this place, yet it probably may not 
be amiss that the reader should understand as soon as 
possible the characters which I have undertaken to in- 
troduce to him. 
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CHAPTER VL 

A DIGNITART. 
ThAt chuicbBULii bean a bounteous mind indeed. 

SVAKSVBABS, 

The arrival of Dr. Herbert, Pretbendary of ^ y 

and President of -<-^ College, Oxford, put an end tQ 

my conference with Lady Eleanor. 

From Harclai's account of him, I might haye ex- 
pected to see a smooth, silken, rosy-gilled minion, who 
bad basked into an unmeaning mannex; and physiogno- 
my, in the sunshine of the church. It was not so. As 
he descended from his carriage, I perceived at once a 
man of decided mien, and one who combined much 
thought with knowledge of the world. Such his. air and 
seTf-possession bespoke, almost at the first glance. I 
observed, that though he had that bearing of command 
which consciousness of power in the head of a house 
in so great an university, always generates, he address- 
ed himself to Lady Eleanor with most affectionate po- 
liteness, I might dmost say reverence. At the same 
time, his courtesy was so polished, as to make it evi- 
dent he had learned it 

** In tapestry halls 
And courts of princes, where it first was named.'' 

Though I was of the sister university, I had, indeed, 
wondered at Harelai's mention of him, for I was no 
stranger to his high reputation, both as a scholar, and 
the governor of a college. I knew how many great 
ones owed much of their distinction, even in politics, 
to his superintendence in the cloister, and his advice 
afterwards in the world. I knew, too, how much he 
was consulted in the highest quarters, on the govern- 
ment of the church, and the disposal of dignities, ma- 
ny of which, as has been said, he had refused for him- 
self. If this was ambition, it was of a sort which few 



D£ V£KE. 45 

practised, and which Lord Mowbray said he never 
could understand. 

From all these considerations, I had conceived the 
highest respect for him, notwithstanding Harclai's at- 
tempt at sarcasm the night before ; and as a young man, 
I regarded him, on his arrival, with a sort of awe. 
This made me more observant of De Vere's address to 
him, which, though of mixed afiection and respect, pre- 
served all that internal independence and decision, for 
which I then, as I have ever since, admired him. 

I was introduced to Dr. Herbert by both Lady 
Eleanor and her son, as a person whom, for the sake 
of those who were no more, they were disposed to va- 
lue. I received a corresponding reception from him^ 
and he seemed to search me through with a ps^ir of 
small, but very vivid black eyes, as he shook my hand.^ 
With the sentiment as well as the superiority of man- 
ner acquired by so much mingling of himself with 
youth, he said, with a smile, mixed perhaps with a lit«^ 
tie pomp and protection, ^ I am always happy to make 
acquaintance with such a* countenance, at such an age. 
It does one's own age good, to see painted in plain 
characters, what has been called ^ the confidence with 
which youth rushes abroad to take possession of the 
world.' " 

In another person I might have thought this afiect-^ 
ed, almost inipertinent; but uttered from a mouth of 
authority, wiUi an air of great self-possession, and by a 
commanding figure, cloathed in a silk cassock, and the 
dignitary's hat, it seemed to me little less than patri- 
archal. 

Lady Eleanor, however, who heard the speech, could 
not help saying, *^ The President must take care how 
he talks of the world to Mr. Beauclerk, for Mr. Har- 
dai has been before-hand with him. 

" Is Hardai here, then?" asked Dr. Herbert, with 
something like a check; ^< I saw no sign of him, not 
even his dog." 

** I dare say," observed De Vere, ** if you will look 
for him in the oak grove, you will find him— 



< Under a tree, like n dropt acorn 
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** Of courae I mugt go on with the passage,^ said the 
President laughing, ^^^ It may well be called Jove's 
tree, when it dropt forth such fruit' They say he is 
more bitter than ever/'. 

^^ There is, however^ worth in his bitterness," said 
Ladj Eleanor, ^^ and I really believe he only abuses the 
world, because he loves the human species." 

<<For humaa species,'' replied the President, ^^I 
would read individuals* But, in truth, he knov^s no- 
thing really about ihe world he abuses; he is too indis- 
eriminating for an oracle: and after all, I believe mere 
pique at some disappointments, weaving itself in with 
his romantic notions, (not worn out at sixty) makes 
him the recluse be is: aiul this he calls pbiloaQphy." 

This was uttered vnth a high authoritative air, and I 
lost not a word of it 

^ However," added the doctor,><though beloved, and 
I v&Aly believe deservedly, in this house, I do not con- 
ceive him to bea n^odd evenliere; for, my sood friend^ 
I know, always thinks and acts for himselt'^ 

'^I am afraid," cried De Yere, ^'something more is 
implied in this, than your politeness altews you to dis- 
close. I am^a&aid*you have thought, and still think 
me a very obstinajte fellow." 

<< I ^Aa// perhaps think you so," replied Dr. Herb^, 
^^ if you treat what I am in fiaict charged with, with 
your former disdain;'* Iken pressing his arm, in ama/i* 
ner that denoted real regard, mbced with a wish to in- 
sure a favourable hearing, he begged to be. allowed to 
take a walk with him by the bank of the canal. 

"Perhaps," said De Vere, laughing, but rather te 
disguise his wonder at the President's address, *'we 
shill find Mr. Harclai there; for, from the wildness and 
total n^lect of the place, it is his favourite haunt. I 
often find him lying at length, among the weeds with 
which it is overrun; and, besides, it gives him his fa- 
vourite amusement of seeing Triton duck himself." 

**We will duck Harclai too, if we find him," said 
the President, adopting the laughing tone of De Vere, 
in effect to give a lighter air, as least inconvenient to 
his carrying him off 

Lady Eleanor looked her surprise; but veiling ciiri' 
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esity with lier natural self-command, she said, as they 
went out, *^ Or. Herbert, I shall of course see you as 
soon as you return?'' to which the President replied, 
bowing very low, that not to do so, would be a sole- 
cism in good breeding as well as friendship. 

I now found myself in a situation not too agreeable; 
that of feeling one is de trap in conopany; and, to re- 
lieve my own awkwardness, as well as Lady Eleanor, 
I said I would endeavour to find out Mr. Harclai, 
whose manner and conversation, I observed, were at 
least very interesting: and Lady Eleanor assenting, I 
sallied forth at random, only taking care not to go near 
the canal. 

In truth, my excuse to Lady Eleanor was not mere- 
ly a cover; for I really wished onee more to encounter 
a character that seemed to famish so much food for 
observation. 



CHAPTER Vn. 

CYNICAL. 

I love to cope him in these sullen His, 
Tot then he's lull of matter. 

SoAKsrsAXX. 

They say you are a melancholy fellow. 
I am so; I do love it better than laughing*. 

Shakspxabx. 

I vouNB the object of my search not exactly as De 
Vere had prognosticated, " like a dropt acorn,'* but 
sitting on a little camp-stool, (without which he seldom 
walked abroad) under the statue of Julius Caesar. 

This master of the World, and at one time of all the 
'spirits in it, except " the lean and hungry Cassius,'* 
frowned from his pedestal with a most imperial air, at 
the end of a retired walk of chesnuts. 

Our philosopher was occupied with the very play 
which bears his name, and on which he was so intent 
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that he scarcely minded fhe inward growling 
who lay curled round with his head eiivelo] 
bushy tail, leaving room only for one eye to oj 
glared upon me as I approached. 

This, and^my footsteps, at length roused 
clai, who received me, as I thought, with n 
at being disturbed. I madealamesort of an 
breaking in upon him, informing him of the 
Dr. Herbert, who had carried off Mr, De Vei 
me to my fortune. 

" And a good fortune too," said Harclai, ' 
you to yourself;" and his eye glanced again o 
(rem which he had raised it. 

A bad beginning, thought I, for my wish( 
sation; but, perceiving the study that occupi 
could not help observing upon the appropria 
had chosen for the perusal of this great effort 

"Which is your favourite character init?' 
carelessly. 

I readily answered, " Cassius." 

"I should have thought Antony," said 
same tone of indifference. 

"Why?" 

" Because you are no doubt one of those 
o'nighls, and love plays, and hear music, s 
did. One, who from j'our age, of course 
world is all before yon where to choose. S 
De Vere. Yet he is changed, though not a 
older than you." 

Interested about all that concerned my m 
I seized upon this with avidity, hopini!; it i 
commencement of what I wished much to 
soon found, however, that there was no chai 
obtaioing the history of the engaging peoj 
whom I had so strangely fallen ; for old H 
again betaken himself to his book, and seemt 
to himself with a peculiar sort bf pleasure. 

Willing yet to try at conversation, I reni 
.more, and said, "1 wonder if our thoughts ar 
as to the most striking passa^s of this fine ; 

"And pray, young gentleman," asked li 
are yours?" 
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^*They are/* I returned, "not so much the usual 
grand passages in the character of Brutus, and the stir« 
ring up of the people by Antony, as those exquisite 
touches of a decided proud and mighty spirit in Cassius, 
which led him to hate himself^ for being ^ in awe' of 
such a thing as he himself/' 

** Groody'^said Harclai. 

"Which induced him also,'^ I continued, ''while 
other men slunk with terror from a portentous night, 
when 

'The gnves stood tenaniless, and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman street^' 

Co court it, as he says, ' unbraced, 

^ Aa4 bare hts bosom to the thunder stone.' " 

^Grood, again ;'^ said Harclai, fixing his eye upon 
me. " And why did he do this ?" 

** Because," continued I, '* it was a night that suited 
those who ' knew the world so full of faults,' and he 
hoped for the downfall of pride and usurping ambition." 

Having said this with some emphasis, I was.pleased 
to find it operated in my favour with the old gentleman. 

" Do you know," said he, closing the book, " that this 
is exactly my own feeling ? Do you know, too, I never 
expected thi^-I thought you had been a mere cock- 
ered, common-place spirit ; one of the glozers of the 
world, who do as they are bid, ^ and bend the crooked 
pageant of the knee, where thrift may follow fawning.' 
But if instead of being a hypocrite — a disciple of the 
villain Chesterfield — all things to all men, (as all men 
almost are, and therefore, perhaps you) — ^youare made 
of higher mettle — you are one who will suit Mortimer, 
though, I fear, not Dr. Herbert." 

I told him I was flattered with his observation, and 
especially as it named me in the same breath with Mr. 
De Vere, of whom I had conceived the highest opinion. 

" You show no ill judgment," he returned, *' though 
so young. Mortimer is a man who, as well as Ar- 
buthuot, would have made Swift burn his travels. As 
you fell in with him so lately, you can hardly, I think, 

5 



know much of his life, still less of his character, 
wise 1 should ask, 



Depend upon it, if you wish advancement, } 
never serve you ; nay, I question if his intimacy 
not stop your rise at court, if such is your aim.' 
said ihia so drily, and his eyelids vibrated, and 
curled so violently, that I almost resented it, an( 
little angry. I contented myself, however, wi 
plying, 1 had no such object, but at the same 
could not help wondering at his observation : a: 
his apparent principles and known high connect 
could discover nothing in regard to De Vere tl 
not tend to tlie contrary. He smiled, but in bitti 
yet not wholly unmixed with something like the 
iiess of protection. 

'"What I mean, is," continued he, perceiving , 
cd for some explanation, " that had our friend be 
generous, and more pliable, or had he had more 
cion, and less independence, he would have been 
different person from the mere country gentlem 
is at present We shall see, however, what hist 
adviser will do to bribe him back from his silly n( 
for much I mistake if he is not now reading) 
admirable lesson upon the reasunabteneS qf slav 
the world. But take my word for it he will n 
ceed — uuless, indeed, he bring a woman in his I 

Taking him f> /a let Ire, I assured him no lai 
arrived with Dr. Herbert. 

"Pooh!" said the old man, with somelhin 
fi-elfulness, "thou art but a moonish youth afte 
and he seemed wnlking away. 

Not willing to lose him, I followed, and, as 
asl could, apologized fur breaking in upon his so 
adding, thai if fny presence was incbnvenieut, I 
seek another walk, and wander alone. 

" Don't go," said he; "slay at least till y 
how this experiment turns out, Vou may get a 
.ipou the art of rising at court, and profit betti 
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poor De Vere, who was always stupid at it. But why 
do I call him poor and stupid? He was my own boy 
before he wrote man; and now he is a man such as I 
would have him. But he could not be otherwise with 
such a father and mother. You have heard of his fa- 
ther ?'' 

I said I had, asT a gallant soldier who had given his 
life to his country, but no more. 

"Then you may learn/' replied he; "and yet/* 
(and here his smile became most sardonic indeed) " he 
was a mere fool in his generation, unlike all other men, 
and could not show his face either in court or city, I'll 
answer for it" 
** You move my curiosity," said I. 
^ Why, be maurried a woman just as she was turned 
out of doors, without a sixpence, merely because he 
loved her before she was disinherited; and he after- 
wards ruined his fortut^e to pay his father's debts, 
merely because he had promised to do so. What was 
worse atili they might possibly have been paid for him 
if he had only changed sides in politics. Now out 
upon such a blockhead!" 

Here the old man could scarcely contain himself^ 
and laughed outright 

" No, no!" continued he, "do not stay. This is a 
bad air — get out of it as fast as you can." 

I became more and more interested, and after a few 
questions, his love for the memory of the General and 
his family, made him relate not only what I have told 
of their history, but many other traits of De Vere him- 
self, which I treasured up as accurately, as I listened to 
them greedily. 

'^Come," said he, in good humour, perceiving that 
I sincerely admired his friends ; " after all, you shall 
Dot go. You seem to have stuff in you, and perhaps I 
may like you, arid may tell you Pe Vere's story ; and 
then you may know what I meant by the President's 
bringing a woman in his hand; which you, matter q{ 
fact as you are, thought the same as bringing her in a 

?>8t-chaise. Herbert would not venture upon that 
et I question if he is not making use of a woman in 
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his present efforts, as much as if he had brought her 
literally in his hand." 

Here the humorist (for such I own I now began to 
think him) quickened his pace, looking now and then 
over his shoulder towards the canal, and rather watch- 
ing the effect which this last intimation had on me. 

I confess I was so prepossessed with contrary no- 
tions of the dignified ecclesiastic I had seen, that I 
could not go along with my informant in this account, 
and fairly told him so. 

"Live," said he, "and kndw better; and forthid 
purpose go- yourself ta the court, or the ministered 
levee; sacrifice yourself to fortune, and think it hap-* 
piness to bask in the sinile of a man like yourself. Do 
this^ and you will find Dr. Herbert commend you." 

" Impossible," said iy "even could I do so; which—" 

" Is equally impossible no doubt," interrupted the 
railer, with a sneer. " But tell me, fqr you seem tn- 
genui vulttJLs, (but for which, mark me, I dp not trust 
you a whit the more) what is your own aml)ition ?" 

"My father," replied I, " was a soldier." 

" Is it arms, then?" said he with quickness, ^* do you 
wish to be a legal murderef?" 

** It is too late, even if I did," rejoined I, not mind- 
ing his false inference. 

" Good!" said hCy " you wiH not eut a throat to hu- 
mour a crowned head, or at the mandate of a cold- 
blooded, Htlculating, quill-driving clerk, who, with a 
stroke of his pen, sign* the death-warrant of a whole 
race, spreads fire and destruction over an entire region 
of plenty and happiness, and then goes ho>me to din- 
ner and to sleep. Oh, power! power! how art thou 
abused, and hew true is it said of thee that thou makest 
the angels weep!" 

"Surely," said I, struck with his emphasis, "this 
must be exaggerated. Could there be such a cold- 
blooded minister, no generous soldier would be his in- 
strument." 

" I tell thee again," returned he, " thou art but a 
moonish youth. I could . come near home, but what 
do you think of Louvoisand Turenne? Yet Louvois's 
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master was then almost eUvotCy and Turetme himself 
^faisait honneur tb Phamme,^ Such is the hypocriti-» 
cal dress which lying history gives to this gull of a 
world!" 

I am ashamed to say I felt awed, though aware of 
the fallacy. * I at least was silent. 

" Well,'^ said he, " your next move? To the church 
with Herbert, or to the court with Clayton?" 

^ I have neither learning nor interest," said I, ^^ suf- 
ficient to encourage me \ and as for Clayton, I know 
not who he is." 

"I cry you mercy," said he: "I thought * not to 
know him, argued thyself unknown.^ Learn, then, 
that.Mr. Clayton is a skilful gentleman who never let 
slip an opportunity of showing the nonsense of sup« 
posing that either talents, or eloquence, or birth, or 
original interest, or even great industry, or agreeable 
qualities, or suavity, or dignity of manners, are at 
all necessary for rising to the first honours and pro- 
portionate wealth. Even Dr. Herbert holds up his 
hands at his rise, and tells you the only situation for 
which he is fitted by nature." 

^ And what is that ?" asked I^ with excited curi- 
osity. 

" Tuft-hunting," replied he, " and tale-bearing be- 
tween men of quality and office. This, and a smooth 
face, be assured are all that he has found necessary 
to rise. But no, I do him wrong. His talents are of 
^ sublimer kind ; he has a knowledge of human na- 
ture far deeper than I have in my injustice stated ; 
which makes Dr. Herbert's account shallow and super- 
ficial. Yes, yes, I have done wrong." 

Here he quickened his pace; and I followed him, 
wore than ever desirous of eliciting information from 
^ina concerning De Vere and his friends. But I had 
* delicate part to play. I scarcely knew my host, still 
less my present companion. I had much way to make 
with every body before I could be in a situation to 
?«pire to the confidence I wished. Harclai might give 
it if he pleased, but I felt I must wait his time, and 
*t present he was not in the vein ; for throwing him- 
self into a covered seat, he opened his book again 

5* 
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while Triton rolled himself as usual at his feet, and he 
rather abruptly cried out, 

"Good morrow, we shall perhaps meet at dioDer, 
though I want to pi home ; but this churchman's visit 
may delain me. If I am wanted, which is possible, 
piay tell Lady Eleanor I am here watching an epitome 
of the world." 

At these words, I found his quick eye had fixed 
iippn a corner of the seat, where there was an immense 
spider's web, the tyrant of which lay coiled up, ready 
lo sally out and strike his fangs into any stra^Ier that 
should come within his reach. 

" Look at tliat rascal," said he, " how hannless and 
fiuiet he appears. How many poor dupes may be pre- 
sently his viclims, unless I crush him ! Yet why 
should 1? He is not human, and if he were, — but 
^vhy should I moralize, when here is one who wiU 
Jo it so much better?" and he opened his volume at 
Timon of Athens. Rather shocked, and yet respect- 
ing his wish to be alone, I did not press him iarther; 
but left him, full of wonder and curiosity about bim- 
*=elf, Herbert, De Vere, and all the seeming inyste- 
^■(es with \vbich I thought myself surrounded. 



CHAPTER vm. 

A COSTSAST. 



dnd conversation by the canal, lasted 

mine with Harclai. I relate not their re- 

-**^cause it will come in better in another 

P»^sent, I wish merely to introduce to the 

"evv fiig^iig^among whom I was persuaded 

***^y Weeks. I" short, I passed much time 

^'■'s of Talbois. I was invited to Dr. Her- 
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berths, where I spent many days at a time^ in a man- 
ner and in conversation which gave me great delight. 
The President was full of knowledge, natural and ac- 
quired. His abilities were of the first, cast %rewd 
and observing, as well as learned, he knew, but by 
no means hated the world ; and when cultivated with 
sincerity, as he was by me, no one could be more 
open, or impart himself with greater facility. A little 
pomp perhaps, a little pride, in having from personal 
merit alone achieved that which the highest dignities, 
and even power, cannot always e£fect for other men^ 
would peep out amidst his confidences. But Harclai 
also had pride, and the pride of both seemed pardoo- 
able. What struck me, however, was that the Presi- 
dent inveighed against the pride of De Vere ; lamented 
that so fine a mind, with such elegant cultivation, and 
supported by such general ability, should all be mar- 
red, together with the hopes of advancement, (which 
from the inferiority of his fortune to his rank, was 
very necessary to him,) by a proud nature, rendered 
prouder by that very inferiority. " His own native 
dignity," said the President, " is so great, that he can 
afiord to unbend a little, and yet preserve indepen- 
dence sufficient to carry an ordinary man through the 
world with honour. But, to my great vexation, who 
love him so much, he adds to it a morbid sensibility 
which has only increased his mistakes; and, what is 
not least, a spirit of romance which makes it more 
difficult to cure them." 

In the course of our communication, the President 
gave me his proofs of this: to which he was encouraged, 
he said, by the confidence which De Vere had reposed 
in me himself, and, as he was pleased to add, that I 
might not throw myself away at every little temporary 
disgust with a world which, after all, said he, we were 
made for, with all its faults. 

Young (and perhaps romantic) as I was, I own this 
seemed no more than the language of good sense. From 
the President's lips, it also seemed the language of fair 
experience, avoiding the extremes of an enthusiast, 
which he certainly was not For though embowered, 
if I may so say, in the quiet and learned retreats of 
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Oxford, of which he was the ornameat, he had been 
long in the world, and was even now by no means out 
of it. Tlie difference was, that the men of the world 
now came to him; whereas, before, he lived in the 
midst of them, A distinction by no means nnremarked^ 
or unpleasing to this practical observer of mankind. 

How great a contrast to this was Harclai! He had 
not Hie deeper learning of the President, though he 
had much even of that, having turned a long leisure to 
account by study. But he confessed it was useless, ex- 
cept as fai* as books described men. Hence the satirists 
of Rome and of modern times, Horace, Juvenal, Boi- 
leau, und Pope; and the more just observers of man- 
kind, 33 Shakspeare and Montaigne, were now his only 
authors, and of these he could make copious use. He 
would have included Swift, but that he had early, he 
said, detected him in the very hypocrisy he railed 
against: and unmasked the most enslaved of courtiers 
in the would-be despiser of courts. Unfortunately, this 
penetrating shrewdness in seizing the weak and vicious 
side of things, was sufficiently, he thought, supported 
by experience, to make him not merely a theorist 

He was of an ancient family and fair fortune; but for 

which last, he would perhaps have pursued thebar,af- 

ter he had assumed- its gown. His rank in life gave him 

I access to the great, particularly in the country where 

^L he was known; but a natural plainness of m^tnner, and 

^^^H iodificrence to what might' be thought of him, made 

^^^Vfaim liltie welcome in high society. It occasioned the 

^H first great wound his feelings sustained. 

^^ He '^3^ B brother left wholly dependant upon him, 

^■frhotn he got placed about the court This brother, as 

^KDucJi '''^ opposite in personal graces as mental merit, 

^^^ jf>red his assistance to enable him to marry the 

^^jjter of a nobleman supposed to be rising in court 

f ti**' ^* immediately settled upon him a considera- 

;. |j ^' j,rl of his fortune. But the lady was fine, and the 

t brnV^*" ■^"^''steful. Harcltti's plainness and sincerity 

I \v^ *^ isagreeable to his sisler-ifi-law's family; he was 

K- l^^tediandevenridiculed by those whom his bounty 

,^e happy; and he left their house like another 
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Lear. His disgust was interminable, and his affections 
for ever bruised. 

A kinsman now consulted him in the choice of a wife^ 
Harclai had known the lady from her cradle, and ap- 
proved with all his heart. Within the first year she 
eloped; and .the husband, attended by Harclai, called 
the seducer to the field. But he there fell himself: 
and, as was said, the adultress beheld the Combat. The 
seducer afterwards was promoted in the army, and rose 
to a great post in the state; and the adultress, again 
married^ became the centre of fashion. 

A thousand instances, as he said, had met his obser- 
vation of principles renounced, benefits forgotten, and 
friends unremembered^ But what roused his disgust 
more than any thing else, was an affront to his honour, 
which he said he should resent upon mankind to bis 
dying day. Political animosity had long divided his 
county, and from confidence in his integrity he was 
pitched upon by the leaders of both parties to ne- 
gotiate an approximation. He felt this the most glori- 
ous situation in which a private man could be placed. 
He succeeded; and, for a while he was honoured with 
the title of peacemaker, which he would not have ex- 
changed to be a duke. But the parties quarrelled, and 
each reproached the other with a breach of terms. Ap- 
peal was made to Harclai, as the only witness. He 
stated the facts, and was disavowed by both. As he 
was devoted to plain dealing, the wound thus inflicted 
was never cured. He despised his fellow-creatures in 
a mass, but particularly politicians, and people of his 
own rank; for unhappily he staid not to look at the 
other side of the account, where he might have found 
a great and happy balance in their favour. 

He had yet one comfort left; his friendship for Ge- 
neral De Vere and his wife, who alone satisfied his ex- 
pectations, and exercised the little remnant of his at- 
tachments. 

Such was Harclai, whom, mistaken as he was, I 
eould not help respecting, nay, almost loving; for the 
proofs he dealt out with large hand of kindness to the 
poor, and assistance to the helpless in every situation. 
Nevertheless I loved not his manners as I did those of 
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the President Such is the invariable effect of real 
good breeding and elegant cultivation, in comparison 
with bluntness, wherever found. Harclai, however, 
told me most about De Vere^ 

As to De Vere himself, I found him so full of rich 
mind; and though, at first, from circumstances, re» 
served, yet so free and communicative in the end; and, 
at the same time, he communicated himself with so 
much delicacy, and where I thought him romantic, had 
so much seeming reason for his romance, that I felt mj 
attachment as well as my pleasure in his society grow 
every hour. 

There were other ladies in his history besides bis 
mother. But why do I hint, when a whole life's inti** 
macy with all those I have mentioned, and the freest 
access to papers and letters, gave me a distinct view o€ 
the life of De Vere; in which I discovered many in- 
teresting vicissitudes, and a mind often acting under 
the extreme of feeling,, but in its feeling always ho* 
nourable. As I have said, then, can I please myself 
more, or do better for otbera> than to- give a pieture o£ 
tbis.life,.and. this mind^ to fiko^ wo^ld ? | ^hf$refor» prct% 
ceed to do so; and, henceforward, ^e reader ia to ^n-r 
sider me no longer as an actor on the scene, but as a 
faithful bioerapher, whom he may trust as if it wer^ 
iny own life I waa recording* 



D£ VERS. 59 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE ADVERSITIES OF CHILDHOOD. 

As I Tememb^r, Adam, it was upon this fikshion bequeathed 
me, b^wiU but a poor thomsand crowns: and, as thou say'st, 
charg'd my brother on his blessing, to breed me well, and there 
begins my sadness. For call you that keeping for a gentlen&n of 
mj birth, that differs not from the staUing of an ox? 

Shakspxare. 

I wofTLD pass the earlier life of De Vere, but that 
part of it was spent in comparative adversity, occasion- 
ing a ilevelopment of character^ which it probably 
would otherwise have wanted. 

It has been stated, that oh the death of her husbanB, 
Lady Eleaner was left with two sons, De Vere, and a 
brother much c^der. This, and the will of his father 
founded upon it, chequered his lot for years. 

It was the will of a soldier, ** whose business 'tis to 
die." For it was short, made in a camp, and made by 
himself. With the real character of his eldest son, he 
was, from various circumstances, quite unacquainted. 
For the General had passed several years in arms, at a 
distance from hoYne, and his heir had been for §ome 
time before, taken off his hands by his brother-in-law, 
Lord Mowbray. What wonder then, if he did not 
know him ? Had he done so, or had Lady Eleanor 
brought herself to Confess her opinion of him, he would 
never have left things as he did. 

The estate, indeed, of Talbois, and the Borough 
possessions, were entailed on his children, for whom 
Dr. Herbert and Harclai were trustees; but the portion 
of the younger son was but five hundred pounds, with 
the Generals commendation to the elder, to give him 
the breeding of a gentleman, and ever to afford him 
his support and protection. The General knew not 
what he did. 

It is scarcely possible to conceive two characters so 



€0 Bifi y£ii£. 

•. 

imich in conlrart as those of the two Be Veres. The 
one, cold, calcul'atiDgy and close; proud, but without 
dignity; ambitious, but indifferent to public opinion; 
to his inferiors, a tyrant, to his superiors, a slave. The 
other, warm, nay, enthusiastic, particularly in his ad- 
miration of nature ; and little mindful of consequences 
when his feelings were concerned. Yet though high 
minded and high principled, he was aspiring rather 
than ambitious; Open from disposition, but forced by 
situation into reserve. * The elder was harsh, greedyi 
an(^ overbearing ; qualities of which his brotfier seemed 
both the object and the victim i the younger, generous 
and mild, except when oppressed, when he could as- 
sume an attitude which fe^ could resist 

The disparity of years, however, at first gave the 
elder an advantage over the younger, which he cruelly 
abused, by leaying him in the total want of every 
thing that befitted a gentleman's son. Whether as to 
education, the con\forts, or almost, even the necessa- 
ries of life, Mortimer was equally destitute. He was 
separated from his mother, and confined to the moated 
house, whither his brother seldom came, and where 
he was left to such society as the children of the neigh- 
bouring farmers could supply. These, though at an 
age when we are seldom nice as to our associates, he 
avoided ; for he remembered the station he had been 
in, and, child as he was, felt himself a De Vere. 

It was this that made him feelingly alive to those 
other privations to which he was condemned, particu- 
larly in regard to instruction, and something even with 
respect to outward appearances. 

It is diiEcult to account for this conduct in his brother 
on the score of avarice alone, though that would go 
far. But the elder De Vere was peculiarly excited 
against the younger, from two causes; partly from 
dislike to his mother, who knew, and had not con- 
cealed from him her opinion of his own character, 
and who had shown a decided preference to this wor- 
thier scion of her noble stock; but, chiefly, from his 
never ending blame of his father, for his romantic 
folly, as he called it, in paying his grandfather's debts, 
by which his own consequence and fortune had been 



SO sensibly diminished. The bequest of a younger 
brother to his care and tnaintenance^ was a fresh in- 
vasion, as he thought, of his rights, aliprpeeeding from 
the same silly generosity of feeling: and, as tl^ boy 
seemed rebellious « and gloomy, he resolved to curb 
faino, and gratify his spleen against his father at the 
same time. 

It was a treatment, however, to which, as he grew 
up, Mortimer could less and less submit His sense 
of it was sharpened by the knowledge which' he had 
acquired (more thaii by tradition) of the former great- 
ness of the De Veres. Fond of inquiry, even as a 
child, he had a natural turn for reading, which was only 
limited by the paucity of his then resources. But 
English history lay in abundance before him in the 
library; and the puissant De Veres figured with such 
power and brilliancy, in the earlier part of it, as to 
engage all his attention. This was heightened even to 
devotion by a large and illuminated manuscript, which 
his research had discovered on neglected shelves, in 
which the family history had been blazoned. Here^ 
besides a long line of Norman heroes, he found that 
Edward, Earl of Oxford, who, in the days of Eliza- 
beth, united in his single person, the character of her 
greatest noble, knight, and poet 

This was that Earl who set his own father-in-law, 
the all-powerful Burleigh, at such brave defiance on a 
point of honour,* and of whom it was recorded, that 
he scarcely ever moved from Castle Hedingham to 
London without eighty liveried retainers in his train. 
Here, also, he found the memorable Sir Francis; and 
the boy with a swelling heart, read in the words of 
Sir Robert Naunton, describing this eminent person, 
" that it might be a question whether the nobility of 
his house, or the honour of his achievements, might 
most commend him. I find not," said Sir Robert, 
^^ that he came much to court, but when he did, no 
man had more of the Queen's favour, and none less 
envied, for he seldom troubled it with the jealousie 
and allarum of supplantations ; his underminings were 

* S^ee Chap, n., pa^ 25. 
6 
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$/ another kindm Thfey report, that the Queen, as 
she loved martial men, would court this gentleman as 
soon as he appeared in her presence/' 

This account excited Mortimer's sympathy and ad- 
miration, to a degree that was undefiQable, even to him- 
self; as did the following passage in one of Sir Francis's 
own letters. " I went to court, and because I would Use 
nobodie^s help to give me nceess to her fruyestyy I re- 
solved to show myself,'* et csetera. This, and the ho- 
nourable inference drawn from the passage quoted, 
** his underminings were of another kindy^^ made a 
lasting impression on the young heart of Mortimer, and 
influenced his character in iafter times. 

But he thought of the neglect of his education with 
grief, and of all his other privations with indignation, 
till at last, like another Orlando, he broke out against 
bis tyrant, in one of the few visits which the latter paid 
to the moated house. 

"I care not," said he to his brother, in a tone of lofty 
anger, " that you do not, nay, that you cannot love me. 
That I might bear, but I wonder your own blood does 
not cry out upon you, for leaving your father's son, a 
DeVere as well as yourself, no better, in all that be- 
longs to a gentlemao's instruction, than your hinde,or 
gamekeeper." 

" And am I bound to do more?" would his brother 
reply, "or have you fortune to pretend to more, that 
you thus rebel? If you have, the doors are open; go: 
and see what the name of De Vere will do for you.'* 

Such was sometimes, the mildest treatment which 
Mortimer met with from the heir of his father, who, 
busy in pushing his fortune under his uncle, Lord Movt^- 
bray, did not condescend to think much of a younger 
brother. 

The youth thus repressed, could only fly gloomily 
to the woods and solitudes that surrounded his paternal 
house. For he had no friend of hi? own age, or con- 
dition, to whom he could unburthen his o'erfraught 
heart. It was hence, however, that he imbibed that 
taste for the beauties of nature, as well as that contem- 
plative habit and reserve, but above all that feeling of 
independence, which, added to other accidents, ever 
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after distinguished him. Sometimes, indeed, he betook 
himself to Harclai, who gave him wBat consolation he 
could, whether by advice or instruction, for, as he said, 
" he loved the boy.'^ But the boy, though fond of his 
conversation^ with all its uncouthness, had, even before 
this, felt scruples in taxing his time so much as his re- 
gular Instraction requii-ed, and Harclai himself per- 
ceived, that a more regular tutorage was necessary to 
do justice to his desire of improvement. 

Fortunately there was at that time, incumbent of the 
vicarage, a character as ignorant of the world, but as 
learned in books, as Harclai could possibly wish. To 
him he applied for assistance, but at first without suc- 
cess, though backed with the offer of a stipend equal 
in amount to half the living itself. But the vicar was 
rich with an income of one hundred pounds a year, and 
being, moreover, impatient of all restraint upon his 
hours, from the^despotism acquired over them, during 
the habits of a college life, he would have refused the 
heir of the crown as a pupil^ virith an archbishopric as 
a reward, had it chained him to any particular service 
at any particular time. But what his indolence refused, 
his benevolence, and still more, his virtuous indigna- 
tion, granted; and, upon being informed of the tyranny 
exercised over De Vere, he consented to receive him. 

Dr. Penruddock was about sixty years old, w^hen he 
thus undertook to impart to De Vere, some of the 
learning which he had acquired in the recesses of his 
cloister at Oxford, from which he was remarkable for 
never having stirred during a fellowship of thirty 
years. More than learning, however, was not in his 
power; for it is hardly possible to conceive a life that 
had been either more uniform, more harmless, or less 
active — perhaps I might add; from its extreme simpli- 
city, more happy, but that the advocates of ambition, 
as the proper stimulant of human nature, n^ight laugh 
at my own simplicity, as much as they certainly would 
at Penruddock^s. 

It happened that the vicarage was that of his native 
village, and in the gift of the college of which he was 
a fellow, and from the moment of his election, all his 
liopes, wishes, and aspirations were directed to the one 
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object of succeeding to the cure of the place that had 
given hinn birth. If this was ambitioa, it was not of 
that vaulting sort, which o'erleaps itself, for in the end 
his wishes were crowned, though after waiting the 
deaths of two incumbents. This exhausted near thirty 
yeftrs of his life, during which, he was but twice known 
to have stirred, more than five miles from the Univer- 
sity, nor ever had he been without the college walls, 
after nine o'clock^ Here he attained to considerable, 
if we may not say profound learning, in a variety of 
branches, though the usefulness of many of them might 
be made a question. 

From all this it may easily be imagined, that when 
he did at last emerge from a fellow's room, to a snug 
vicarage, he brought with him all his old manners. So 
inveterate,^ indeed, were the habits of Dr. Penruddock, 
that in his very village, or even in his own garden, 
he never appeared without a band;«and would have 
worn his gown, too, but that in his quadrangle at Exe- 
ter College, h^ knew he had often dispensed with it 

Hence also, whether at his own, or at other tables, 
he always repeated the college Latin graces, to which 
he had been accustomed, prefacing them with the usu- 
al ^' Oremus.^' His notions of his duty as a parish priest 
were, however, apodtolically bold. Thus a man of rank 
and fortune in the neighbourhood, having neglected to 
come to church, he thought it his duty to go to the 
hall house, though he did not visit there, to remonstrate 
with him on his evil course of life. The gentleman re- 
sented the liberty, and refused his exhortation; upon 
which, the next Sunday, and every Sunday afterwards, 
when he came to pray for the whole state of the church, 
he added, with great fervour, " but particularly for the 
soul of Sir William Wilful, Knight, who never comes 
to church to pray for it himself." 

Such was the worthy and learned person, whom 
Harclai obtained as a tutor for his friend's son, when 
neglect and abandonment in the essential point of edu- 
cation seemed to be his singular destiny. 

The business of instruction now went on cheerfully; 
and such was the talent, as well as (from the absence of 
all inducements to the contrary,) the application of 
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Mortimer^ that, in respect to bdoks^ few of his age went 
beyond him* It was in the outward appearance alone, 
in the show and polish of the class of youths to which 
he felt he belonged, — in short, in the power of making 
one among his equals, that he bewailed the neglect, in 
which he was suffered to languish. The ancient gentry 
of the neighbourhood, friends of his father and respec- 
. ters of his name, would have gladly admitted him the 
companion of their rising progeny ; but a sense of the 
inferiority of his exterior, and, as he thought, of his 
personal acquirements, kept him aloof. The call at 
Talbois of a well mounted youth, which sometimes hap- 
pened, was sure to put him to flight; and he has con- 
fessed, that this sense of degradation, has, in the con- 
cealment of a lonely chamber, when a gentleman had 
inquired for him at the gates, cost him bitter tears; 
but— 

** Sweet are the uses of adversity.** 

The circumstances we have related, taught him to re- 
flect much, and to determine for himself. He grew 
ashamed of his shame; and thdugh he never remitted 
most indignant remonstrances with his brother, by de- 
S>^es he assumed a firmness, a pride, and* a decision of 
"^ind, which never afterwards left him. 

The solitariness of his life, also, contributed to form 
other parts of his mental character. As he was allow- 
ed to wander where he would in the intervals of stu- 
^7i he became acquainted with all the scenes of his 
beautiful neighbourhood ; its rough inhabitants, its woods 
and walks, its castles and seats. Hours upon hours has 
■^e passed alone, and thought them happiness enough, 
from the perfection of the freedom they gave him; 
^nd he was often delighted to trace, (as he thought he 
could,) in Tutbury Castle, the revelries of John of 
^aunt, in the midst of his court of minstrels, when he 
gave them a king, and a code for their government, 
ttnder the ancient title of "the laws of the ministralx,'^ 

Of course he was a troubadour, and sang of knights; 
and would have sung of ladies, even at sixteen, (for 
Ml hb feeling and his imagination were warm enough,) 

6* 
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but he had yet no ladies to sing of, and po others he 
thought were worthy of his attention, much less of his 
muse. For though he could already appreciate beauty, 
in whatever garb he saw it, and might, therefore, think 
a peasant pretty; yet, from the very first, there was al- 
ways something about him that forbade his being pleas- 
ed with any thing unpolished or unintelligent; and in 
his then rusticated state, he met with nothing else.* 
The only nymph, therefore, whom he admired, was 
that, which all so naturally admire, so few enjoy, 



''The mountain nymph, sweet liberty. 



>r 



And, surely no mistress was ever more favourable to 
an adorer; for as he cultivated her with all his hejrt, 
so she rewarded him- with all her smiles. 

It was this that tended most to form that character, 
which afterwards pursued Mm into active life, and 
kept him always, under whatever forms of artificial or 
conventional restraint, a genuine son of independence 
and nature. Thus the habit of thinking and acting for 
himself, under difficulty and oppression, taught bin) to 
examine every thing, atid shrink from nothing; so that 
his mind seemed already formed, at an age when other 
youths were still in the trammels of sameness and custom. 

It may be supposed that Harclai and Penruddock 
were not idle spectators of his progress. The first 
only kindled the more in his indignation against the 
hard oppressor, that would have kept down his genius 
and chained him like Orlando to his paternal domain; 
the last gloried in the improvement to which he ex- 
ultingly felt he had not a little contributed. Harclai 
did what he could to shame his brother into better 
treatment of him, but in vain; Penruddock said, "we 
will, take a glorious revenge, by showing what yve can 
do without him.^* 

What, however, they could not do, De Vere now 
resolved to do for himself. The brother, as has been 
said, in the wantonness of power, had prohibited all 
intercourse between Mortimer and his mother. This 
the boy felt, as ** the unkindest cut of all;'* nor can 
any aecouat be given of so diaboUed a prooedure; bot 
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what is drawn from that sort of diabolical nature, which 
feeling itself likely to be thrown into shade by one 
more honourable than itself, consulnes with envy, and 
only finds consolation by persecuting what it envies. 

To the interdiction therefore in regard to Lady 
Eleanor^ Mortimer, now sixteen, resolved no longer 
to submit; and scorning to do that by stealth, which 
he felt he had a right to do in the face of day, he open- 
ly avowed his resolution to see his mother, spite of his 
brother's orders. 

That worthy gentleman -threatened to cut off his re- 
turn to Talbois for his disobedience; which was an- 
swered by a demand through Harclai, of the legacy 
left him by his father ; and this for the moment silenced 
the oppressor. 

The visit was paid,, and Lady Eleanor was charmed 
with the opening graces of her son. Indeed nature had 
done much for him. It had given him countenance, 
manners, and even accomplishments, in short, the 
maintien nobhy which the most expensive education 
cannot always confer. Perhaps he wanted the know- 
ing air which youths brought up at public schools so . 
early acquire, (beneficially or not may be made a ques- 
tion ;) but he also wanted their habits of dissipation 
and familiarity with vice; and a better air was supplied 
by that native dignity, which even the fiower of Eton 
and Westminster are sometimes without 

Thus, in the obscurity of his village, and amid the 
slights of his brother's house, De Vere's spirit, as we 
have seen, instead of sinking, bore him ialoft; and hav- 
ing defied his brother in the very height of his tyranny, 
he now resolved to break his bonds at once. Accord- 
ingly he sent a formal demand of the ^' poor allottery 
his father left him by testament," with that to go and 
buy fortunes. 

His intentions were for the army. " My father's 
heart,'^ said he, ^^ is awake in mine; his sword should 
not sleep." 

But a great change was ^now at hand. Before his 
demand could be answered, his brother was no mcMre. 
Three days of fever and inflammctioa sufficed to re- 
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move him, and delivered Mortimer from the tyranny 
of his protection. 

As he had never loved him, he pretended no grief. 
Fenruddock ejaculated Te Deum Laudamtis^ and 
Harclai openly avowed his pleasure when his co- 
trustee. Dr. Herbert, and Lady Eleanor arrived at 
Talbois to consult upon the destiny of her aspiring son, 
as well as to establish him in the seat of his ancestors. 

Seventeen years had passed over the head of De 
Vere, when this event, so influential te his fortune, 
happened. . Though by no means even now rich, and, 
for his rank, scarcely independent; by comparison be 
seemed opulent, and the world at his feet. But he felt 
cruelly the privations to which he had been condemn- 
ed. The new friend whom he had found in- Dr. Her- 
bert, had hitherto been .too much occupied by his col- 
lege to interfere in his management ; or, as he called 
it, his mismanagement For Herbert, as we may sup- 
pose, wanted none of the virtues of generosity, nw 
was he personally afraid of the elder De Vere or his 
uncle ; he, therefore did not conceal his opinion upon 
the impropriety of burying alive a young man of family 
in clownish seclusion. He was, however, restrained 
from any active interference, partly because, while the 
elder brother lived, he was invested with no authority 
for it; partly from a not unreasonable pride, which 
withheld him from offering advice which had not been 
asked, and which, moreover, he knew would not be 
followed. 

Now, however, all was smoothed. Mortimer, the 
possessor of Talbois, was a very different person from 
the youth ^* who gained nothing under his brother but 
growth;" and though Lord Mowbray's intentions to> 
wards him were unknown, jthere was no reason to be- 
lieve that he could be displeased if Dr. Herbert should 
now interpose with all the influence he could com- 
mand, to promote and finish an education which it was 
supposed had been so shamefully neglected. 

Lord Mowbray, in fact^ himself joined the party at 
Talbois, within a few dayls of its oeing formed, and 
poured out many effusions of kindness to both his sis- 
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ter and nephew; one of whom he had not seen for 
years, the other, never. His astonishment at the ap- 
pearance and character of Mortimer, who had been re- 
presented to him as an ignorant, vulgar, and ungo- 
vernable clown, may be conceived. His compliments 
upon the subject to Lady Eleanor, and indeed to the 
youth himself, were in proportion; and he could not 
sufficiently felicitate them and himself, on the benefit 
of having Dr. Herbert on the spot, to direct their 
views in regard to the future destiny of the remaining 
De Vere. As for Hardai, though entitled, he said, as 
a man of family and education to s6me respect, he 
thought he had been much too long out of the world 
to have a voice regarding any thing in it And as for 
Penruddock*, to whom he was introduced, he consider- 
ed him little better than an ourang-outang, utterly in- 
capable of forming, much less of delivering an opinion 
upon that, or indeed upon any subject 

It is diflScult to look into the heart of man, particu- 
larly that of a common-place politician. Though Lord 
Mowbray's visit was attributed by his sister, and per- 
haps by his nephew, solely to kindvess, there might 
be other motives quite as powerful, though not equally 
ostensible for the movement 

We have said that in the. wreck of the principal 
estates of the De Vere family, the influence in a certain 
borough for which the elder De Vere had sat, had been 
preserved. Now, if there was one thing upon which 
Lord Mowbray piqued himself more than another, it 
was in the management of a borough interest; and as 
Mortimer was a minor, and several years must elapse 
before he could succeed his brother in the seat, sup- 
posing the interest to be preserved,* the crisis seemed 
to require peculiar vigilance in some one of the family 
to prevent this solitary, but valuable pearl, from being 
ravished from its possessor, and, so far, diminishing 
the personal consequence with the first minister of the 
great Lord Mowbray himself. It became therefore 
doubly essential to him to pay a yisit to Talbois; for it 
was necessary for him to ascertain the personal charac- 
ter and views of his nephew, when he should be old 
enough to use his family interest; and to fix upon a 
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. « I," said he, " who know the stings, aod have felt 
the bite of men, cannot willingly turn out a youth bare 
and uncovered, '.to bide the pelting of the pityless 
storm.' " 

" It is a ttorm which he will ride out, atleast as well 
as others," said tlVe Doctor. 

" Do others then," replied Harclai, " conquer pas- 
sion, or resist flattery? Or, if he do this, which per- 
haps he will, (though I know not) will he be safe from 
the treachery of some hypocrite, in the same walk 
with himself, [H^ctiaingon the openness of his nature? 
I know him — you do not — every fool will irritate, 
every knave live upon him. If you fix him at court, 
he will never bend; if you send him to the bar, and 
his clients are rogues, he will throw up his brief; if 
you enlist him under government, and be think you 
wrong, he will oppose." 

At this last observation. Lord Mowtn'ay turned pale, 
and thought it absolutely necessary to interfere, assur- 
ing Haivhi he had made a supposition contradictory 
to itj^elf, as it was impossible to enlist in party, still 
more lu tnke o£ce, and dream of such a solecism as to 
op])ose the government of which he would form a 
part. 

Dr. Herbert only smiled at thesimplicity of his man 

of the ivoods, as he sometimes called Harclai, hut did 

not deign to answer him, till he was roused to some- 

^ thing like attention, by the serious manner in which 

Harclai continued, 

\" cried the advocate of pi'ivate life, " how 

leap all this is held. I will beg the favour of you, 

Krcfare, to point out one ingenuous youth, who has 

"r enlisted in politics, and preserved his ingenuous- 

ii wlio has ever served at court, and has not con- 

^cendiid to flatter; or who, in the presence of either 

BJHiistcr or king, has not -reduced himself from the 

spirit of youth and honour, to be 



Wl you again, this being, will Mortimer De Vere 
"•er be." 
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Mortuner seenied moved at his words, and perhaps 
still more at the emphatic manner in which he uttered 
them, and turned earnestly to Dr. Herbert to hear his 
reply. 

^^ It were easy,'' observed the Doctor, with an air 
of great superiority^ ^ to answer these common-place 
remarks, were it not better to content one's-self with 
denying that they are well founded. Were they sound, 
you would stifle the seeds of all fair exertion, and 
quench every spark of honourable aipbition. If you 
are right, better at once to shut ourselves up again in 
our caves and our woods, which you," added he, with 
a sort of triumph of manner, ^^ afiect to do, and see 
what we should gain by it." 

** We should regain our simplicity," said Harclai. 
" And tear one another to pieces," replied the Doctor. 
^^ Better do that, than smile in a man's face and stab 
him," rejoined Harclai. 

"Really," cried Lord Mowbray, interposing, "I 
wonder, Dr. Herbert, you will stoop to answer these 
savage notions, unworthy of any man who lives in the 
world." 

" I live out of it," s»aid Harclai, fixing his chin firmer 
on the head of his cane, while the vibrating property 
of his eyelids, formerly mentioned, found ample em- 
ployment. 

" But my jiephew, sir," and his lordship waxed 
warm, '^ is to live in it, and may become an ornament 
to his name if he chuse." 
"How?" 

"By following my advice. From my connections 
with the minister, and the notice with which his ma- 
jesty is graciously pleased to honour me; with his seat 
in parliament, and a wise and prudent use of it, by uni- 
form support, neither varying to the right or left- " 

Here his lordship was getting a little involved, and 
thought it prudent to stop. Mortimer remained in ob- 
serving silence, and Harclai, to avoid gesticulations 
that might be disagreeable, absolutely closed his eyes, 
till the Dean came to Lord Mowbray's assistance. 

" There is no doubt," said the President, perceiving 
that things could not be forced j " if Mr. Mortimer's dis- 

7 J 
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position lies toward public life, and if hi!( principles 
should lead him to the same side in politics as my 
lord's *' 

" I/P^ cried Lord Mowbray, staring at the word. 
" They must, as Dr. Herbert well knowe.^* 

^^ I really know no such thing,'' said' the President; 
and Lady Eleanor, seeing the effect of his uncle's ob- 
seryation on her son, entreated her brother to allow 
Dr. Herbert to proceed. 

**I mean merely," continued Herbert ^that with 
such a connection, Mr. Moftimer'4^ career may be bril- 
liant.?' 

<* I beseech you at least tor itiart that," cried Lord 
Mowbray to Mortimer and HarclaL 

" I do," said De Vere, " but can make no promises. 
I scarce know what my disposition may be when the 
time comes to decide. But in the meanwhile, I am 
most willing, nay desirous, of putting myself in the 
way of that improvement which I have so long want- 
ed.^' 

**That road at least is easy," observed Lady Eleanor, 
*' for it is only to place yourself under our most excel- 
lent friend," 

<*5My college," said the President, "will be proud 
to receive the son of Lady Eleanor." 

"I wish good may come of it," cried Harclai; **but 
I should have hoped his education might have been 
finished, a^it had begun, at Talbois." 

" Und^'^ Cornish Doctor?" said Herbert, almost 
forgetting nftnself, into a levity bordering upon con- 
tempt 

<^A Needwood boor," exclaimed Lord Mowbray 
with disdain. 

Lady Eleanor expressed herself hurt, $ind De Vere 
bit his lips at this attack upon his honest tutor. **He 
was every thing to me," said he with a feeling unre- 
strained by the presence of his uncle; "when I might 
have fed swine and died. in ignorance^ for aught those 
cared whcf had the disposal of me. Dr. Penruddock 
was then to me no boor." The youth here stopped, 
for he was moved even to agitation, and Lady Eleanor 
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with some stiffness observed, that with all his uncouth- 
ness, she wished there were many Penruddocks. 

"Dr. Penruddock is uncouth/' observed the Presi- 
dent, changing his tone, '^but I believe a respectable 
man, and probably a good scholar; but One may pos- 
sibly, without ill manners, doubt his powers of finish- 
ing the education of a youth of any quality, particular- 
ly if he is to act a part in a world, which all confess the 
doctor never saw." 

"He has read much,** observed Harclai. 

"Books," answered Herbert, "acco|*ding to the wise 
Bacon, will never teach the use of books. If Mr. Mor^ 
timer, therefore, intends to read meh, he should live 
among them: he has already been but too much shut up." 

To this, Mortimer himself assented, and observed 
that his own wishes carried him towards his father's 
profession, could his mother be brought over ; but at 
any rate not to be confined to Talbois to lead the life 
of a hind ; he therefore would attend the President 
with pleasure if he would be troubled with him. 

Harclai said, that as to education, he would/no 
longer oppose, but hoped it would only lead y&i af- 
terwards to rest content at Talbois, without looking 
abroad to court the life of a slave. 

Mortimer felt a flash on his cheek at this, which 
Lord Mowbray observing, exclaimed, "really, Mr. 
Harclai, this is downright rudeness, considering be- 
fore whom you speak it. You perceive, sir, that my 
nephew wishes to see mankind ; and he will see them 
where alone they are worth seeing, or can be known, 
I mean at court, and in the senate." > 

" I doubt the al(mt very much," observed Harclai, 
whistling to get rid of his bile. 

" I own," said Mortimer, " I at least wish to know 
the world, and, if possible, make myself more fit for 
it than I am. 1 think, perhaps, too much of my mo- 
ther's and my own name ; and though I have seen too 
many happy and worthy people lower than myself, to 
believe there is much in a name, yet I trust there is 
nothing wrong in wishing to be able to restore the fa- 
mily, at least, to the place it held in the time of my 
grandfather ; if I fail, I know, at any rate, that I now 
can be very happy at Talbois." 
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Lady Eleanor here embraced her son, and both the 
man of the world, and the man of private life com- 
mended this speech. Dr. Herbert declared it was 
exactly as it should be, and promised every thing he 
could wish; while Harelai, fastening upon the last 
sentiment, said he only hoped that the world, if he 
was resolved to embark, would not unfit him for the 
innocence of such a retreat. 

"You will too soon^ant it," said he, starting on 
his legs, ** after you have encountered the spite and 
envy, the shouldering and struggle, and perhaps the 
secret hate of those you so much wish to know.'' 

** For shame!'' cried Herbert, *^ you would frighten 
a generous spirit if you could. I should be glad ta 
know what is to prevent a young man of family from 
endeavouring to take a lead where he may do good?'' 

" The rascally maxims of those he is to lead,'' an- 
swered Harelai. 

" I know not these maxims," said the President. 

<* Then go to Sir Robert Walpole," replied Har- 
elai, "who said, * it was well that many men could 
not be prime ministers, since they would not be able 
to bear with the profligacy of mankind.' " 

" A very foolish declaration," observed Lord Mow- 
bray. 

"Yet Sir Robert was no fool," returned Harelai, 
"and I should be glad to know," here he braced him- 
self up, as if in defiance, " what the President has to 
say to it." 

" That he was very unfortunate," replied the divine, 
"in remembering only the vices of those he livc<l 
with, while the virtues passed unheeded. But this 
was the error of his character and of his governnjent; 
the times, thank God, are changed, for there never 
was more public virtue than at present." 

" An excellent remark," cried Lord Mowbray. 

" Let us see your men of virtue out of office," re- 
torted Harelai, lyrinkling his face into a smile, or ra- 
ther leer, while he followed the President to the bot- 
tom of the room, and then to the top again in the 
eagerness of argument. " To be sure, in these changc<^ 
times, no retired or expelled minister could apply the 
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description which Bolingbroke gives of himself, when 
in, and when out of office." 

^ What is it ?" said the Doctor, rather annoyed at 
his perseverance. 

Harclai went on : '^ Those insects of various hues, 
which used to hum and buz about me while I stood in 
the sunshine, have disappeared since I lived in the 
shade. Nobody comes to a hermitage but for the sake 
of the hermit In driving me out of party, they have 
driven me out of cursed company."* 

Lord Mowbray here looked uneasy and sought for 
his snuff-box, while Lady Eleanor observed the pic- 
ture was too sadly forcible. 

^' Yet what does it amount to," said the President, 
^* but that Lord Bolingbroke was angry at the loss of 
his power, and then all who did not follow him into 
retreat, were fools and knaves, and buzzing insects of 
various hues. Let my lord show us that those who, 
he falsely says, abandoned him, ever professed to do 
more than their duty under him as the appointed 
leader by the crown ; and I wiU then scpld as loud as 
he." 

"My dear Doctor," cried Lord Mowhray, **you 
have explained this matter admirably." 

"Yet Mr. Harclai torments us .so ingeniously on 
these subjects," said Lady Eleanor, " that I should be 
glad to hear him farther." 

" No ! you would not," replied the humourist, " for I 
could only give you more of a most unfashionable 
creed." 

" Yet let us hear it," cried Lady Eleanor. 

"Nay," said Harclai, " it is not mine, for I would 
not shock you of the haute noblesse, in which of course 
I include the noblesse of Oxford," bowing to the Pre- 
sidenty ^^ by intruding the ignorance of the woods and 
caves upon you. But you will surely hear Lord Hali- 
fax, for he was one of yourselves." 

Lord Mowbray here again looked uneasy. 

" Nay ! he is very short," continued Harclai, ** but 
a good witness for all that He tells you in terms that 

* B. Works» ix. 4» 3. 

7* 
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< a court may be said to be a company of well bred 
fashionable beggars : that if a man hath too mach pride 
to be a creature, he had better stay at home ; that if he 
would rise, he must begin by creeping on all fours ;* 
nay, he adds, ' that a place at court, like a place in 
heaven, is only to be got by being much upon one^s 
knees.' '^ 

" Odious,*^ cried Lady Eleanor. 

"Observe," continued Hardai, "it is not I that 
broach this scandal^ but no less a person than Saville 
Lord Halifax." 

" Impossible !" exclaimed Lord M(>wbray, — ** why 
he was once president of the council." 

"Not the worst judge of his subject," said the sa- 
tirist ; "and I would asK therefore of his presidentship, 
there, what is to become of the generous spirit he was 
talking of just now ! No ! if there is such a spirit, let 
it tame itself as fast as it can, or flattery wjll soon get 
before it with a patron." 

" Shocking," said Lady Eleanor. 

" But true," proceeded Harclai. " Yes T" added he, 
perceiving both Lord Mowbray and Herbert about to 
dissent, and looking at them with more sharpness than 
usual, " flattery is now the golden mean ; flattery, 
whether soft as the whispering of a flute, or shrill as a 
trumpet, according to the ear and taste to be flattered. 
It is the great secret of rising, now that open robbery 
and- jnurder, are out of fashion. The sooner therefore 
it is learned the better. Yes I" continued he, striking, 
his cane forcibly on the ground, 

" * Hinge thy kiiee, 
And let hi» very breath whom thou'u observe, 
Blow off thy cap ; pi-aise his most vicious slrain> 
And call it excellent.' " 

The energy with which this was uttered, engaged 
all Lady Eleanor's interest, and silenced Lord Mow- 
bray, who had shown a great dispo^tion to interrupt 
the speaker ; while the evident attention of De Vere to 
his uncourtly friend, gave something like uneasiness to 
his other guardian. 

** I cannot," said the latter,:^ ^ allow our inexperi- 
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Qnced young ward, (if I may so call him,) to take this 
account of the world as the true one. Were it so / too 
would be the advocate of Talbois. No doubt there are 
flatterers at court, as elsewhere ; and an old worn-out 
courtier like Lord Halifax, or a disappointed one 
like Lord Boliugbroke, may endeavour to dignify 
themselves in retreat by calling names, like battered 
rakes or discarded lovers, whose mistresses have jilted 
them. But heaven forbid that the excellent rising 
spirits of the age should be extinguished under such 
sweeping — such common-place censure. The love of 
fame is the noblest incentive to noble deeds. It will 
not let the spirit rest, but forces it to break its puny 
bonds, and assert itself spite of all opposing circum- 
stances. Genius and real nobleness of soul cannot be 
repressed — cannot crouch like the slave you mention. 
Was Lord Somers this slave ? Would such a spirit as 
his condescend to flatter as you have imagined ? Did 
it not rather claim to command, to struggle with diffi- 
culties, * and by opposing, end them ?' " 

He paused, and Lord Mowbray, pleased with his 
auxiliary, echoed these questions. 

" It were easy,'' contmued Herbert, "to conjure up 
a thousand phantoms in the shape of splenetic quota- 
tions from the writings or conversations of disappointed 
men, who, be it observed, are by no means confined to 
courts. I could out-Swift and out-Bolingbroke you 
too, if I chose, even on your own side. For example, 
I think his lordship says somewhere, to his friend and 
colleague in mortlficatipn : ^To hanker after a court is 
fit for men with blue ribands, pompous titles, and over- 
grown estates. It is below either you or me, one of 
whom never made his fortune, and the other's grew 
rotten at the very moment it grew ripe.' Now, I ask, 
why are courts, where at least are assembled many of 
the best characters in the nation, though accompanied 
if you will, as all mixed societies are, by some of a dif- 
ferent sort ; why are they to be considered as below 
such equivocal people as Swift or Bolingbroke? If 
they are too good for courts they are too good fw 
any large assembly ; for a house of peers, or of 
commons; or even for a church itself; and if they 
ire 80 immaculate that their fellow-men are unwor-* 
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thy of theniy they have nothing left for it but t0 
fly to the desert and commence hermits. But bis lord- 
ship himself lets out^ the whole secret ! ^ One' never 
made his fortune, and the other's grew rotten at the 
very moment it grew ripe V and, therefore, say these 
consistent persons, what both had been pursuing with 
such eagerness all their lives, had, now they were dis- 
appointed, never been worth pursuing at all ! Better 
authority than this must, 1 trust, be adduced to influ- 
ence Mr. De Vere to the side you recommend. But 
if you will have authority, take it also on the other 
side, from a contemporary of these very parties, and^ 
with submission, an infinitely better judge ; because, 
though no one knew courts better, she enjoyed noth- 
ing, and wanted nothing from them." ' 

Harclai, who had not much liked these last observa- 
tions of the President, pursed up his mouth, 'in some- 
what of uneasy expectation of what was to follow, and 
the attention of the rest of the audience was.redoubled* 

^ I refer," said the President, observing the expecta- 
tion he had kindled, ^* to an admirable letter from that 
very sensible woman. Lady Betty GeroQAin, provoked 
by the selfish, and I may say vulgar railing of Swift 
against courtiers, and particularly against his and her 
friend, Lady Suffolk. It is the best lecture he ever re- 
ceived upon the injustice and common^place of his no- 
tions. I, of course, cannot quote the wonls; but the sub- 
stance is too impressive not to be remembered. Ad- 
dressing Swift, I think she says, ^ I heartily subscribe to 
your creed, that I detest avarice in courts, corruption 
in ministers, and betrayers of the church in mitres. 
But I want an infallible judge to tell me when this is 
really so. 1 have lived long enough to know, those 
out of power and place, always see the faults of those 
tn, with dreadful large spectacles. Experience has 
taught me how wrong, unjust, and senseless, party fac- 
tions are; therefore, 1 am determined never wholly to 
believe any side or party against the other.' ^' Henc^," 
continued the President, ^* this excellent woman had 
friendships with persons both in and out of favour; and 
though she respected Swift, she admired and loved 
Lady Suffolk, whom by very senseless abuse be cadea- 
voiired to make ber hate.'^ 
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Lindy Eleanor seemed particularly pleased with this 
authority cited by the President; who seeing Harelai 
not prepared to answer him, thus proceeded. 

**You see then it is nothing to the purpose^ that 
there have been many hypocrites, who have got on by 
flattery; many by treachery; some by unblushing im- 
pudence; some by mean insinuation. I grant you may 
instance many governors, whose sole object has been 
their own advancement; but as well might you oppose 
the career of a youth who devotes himself to arm^, be- 
cause he may be killed, as to deter him from encoun- 
tering the world, because his virtue may be ruined." 

The doctor turned his eyes on De Vere, as he said 
tliis, and was pleased to find by the animation of his. 
countenance, that it wad not thrown away. Lady Elea- 
nor^ too, became highly animated, and De Vere,1>reak- 
ing silence, observed, ^ I own it seems as cowardly to 
be afraid of the world we are bom in, as it is irksome 
and dull to be always buried in a little nook of it^ but 
even if we fail, failure is not dishonour.'* 

" Heaven forbid it should be," said Lady Eleanor. 

" So thought the flower of chivalry," said the Presi- 
dent, looking significantly at both mother and son, 
'^ when after his kingdom was ruined by one disas- 
trous battle, he wrote to his parent, ^ Madam, we have 
lost all except our honour.' A man who could thus 
feel, is, indeed, above the storms of the world. He is 
the worshipper of that true fame, equally independent 
of court favour, or popular caprice; for fame, as we 
have been beautifully told, 

* Is no plant that grows on mortal soil. 
Nor in the glist'ring foil 
Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies 4 
But lives and spreads aloft, by those pure eyes. 
And perfect witness of all-seeing Jove.* *' 

There was an elevation about all this that won upon 
the secret hearts of De Vere and his mother, whose 
whole attention had been given to the subject, and who, 
thoueh often shaken by Harelai, at length fairly avow- 
ed themselves the proselytes of Herbert. 

The result was, that the plan was approved; even 
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Harclai gave his assent to the Oxford experimenty and 
with reluctance, to the career in the world that was 
to follow. Upon this last, however, he continued to 
be prophetic 

" Gro," said he, shaking hands with De Vere; " view 
the world you so wish to see; if I know you, you will 
soon be satisfied^ and soon shaU we see you again at 
Talbois/' 



CHAPTER XI. 



COLLEGE. 



O! 'ffjB a parkms boy. 
Bold, qmcky ingeniousy forward, capable! 



Dr. Herbert carried off his pupil in triumph to 
Oxford, which opened as a new wond upon the senses 
of the then rustic De Vere. Yet were they not dazzled ; 
nor had even a Vice-Chancellor, with his beadles and 
maces, more terrors for him, than the elephant of 
Pyrrhus for the firm-nerved Roman. He had more to 
encounter from the superciliousness of his fellow-stu- 
dents, who arrayed themselves in all the terrors of 
seniority over a green-horn. It was expected that he 
would shrink before llieir scrutiny. Not so ; for there 
was a sturdy defiance in him which they by no means 
liked; and a very few days enabled him, (in regard to 
human wonders at least,) properly to appreciate all he 
saw. 

His independence however, appeared more strongly 
developed towards the higher powers, than even to- 
wards tufted or velvet capped under graduates. 

At the end of the very first week, he was called upon 

to read what is technically denominated a theme. 

Recluse as he had been, this had no doubt its terrors; 

he, however, addressed himself to it, in all simple 

^raight-forwardness, as a mere duty, and had no dif- 



ficulty but of voice to fill the hall. Now, it happened 
that the functionary who presided over this department, 
was sonnetimes deaf, and always peevish. On that day 
he was both, and, not quite hearing De Vere, sternly 
called out from the chair of authority, ^^ JEloquere 
aut descendasJ^^ To the astonishment of the whole 
hall, the command was instantly obeyed, and the youth 
with perfect composure advancing from the desk to the 
high table, surrendered his theme and quietly returned 
to his place. 

A9 this was in the face of the whole college, it was 
deemed by the tutors an actof most audacious rebellion, 
and a sort of drum-head court martial was held upon 
it, in which it was determined that a formal charge of 
contempt should be laid directly before the President. 
Dr. Herbert was therefore surprised with an address 
from the tutors in a body against his young friend. The 
answer of De Vere was simplicity itself; he meant no 
disrespect; he had spoken out to the utmost of his {Ay- 
sical power, and finding he could do no more, he had 
obeyed the order by descending from the desk, merely 
as a thing of course. The tutors smiled incredulous at 
this apparent singlenes^^ of heart, and almost urged it 
as an aggravation of the offence. No young man in 
theUniversity, they said, was ever so simple ;, to which 
De Vere with a sort of primitive calmness, replied, 

<^If it is simple to tell the truth, I certainly am a 
simpleton.^' 

The tutors were nettled, but it was more at his self- 
possession, contrasted with their own anger, than any 
feeling that he was acting a part; and Dr. Herbert 
dismissed the complaint. The affair made a noise, was 
criticised, and the character of the youth differently 
estimated; but somehow or other, from that time all 
ranks agreed in giving him credit for great firmness 
of character; and this character he never lost This, 
and his rapid acquisitions, together with an opening 
dignity of manner, his known high connections, and 
the notice of the President, soon converted the fresh 
man into a personage with whom no one could take a 
liberty; and the recluse of Talbois rose in a very short 
period to a full level of rcspectobility with the most 
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deeply initiated, whether Soph, or fine gbntleuaa o( 
Eton or Westminster. 

It was now that his life assumed a colouring and eu* 
joyment, of which he had hitherto formed noYeveua 
notion. The acquisitions of learning delighted bis spi- 
rit of inquiry, and the charms of elegant literatii^';^ 
Lshed his taste. They softened though they did not 
eoerrate his heart The President led him skiKdl^ 
^ J ibe hand throu^ these flowery paths, and gave him 
«c]^:e& assistance in all his engaging objects. Bat he 
careful in doing so, not to forget the object he al- 

lys be2d to be of still more consequence to him— the 
^rq^^i^x: of the scieoces most necessary to those ^\^o 
rrx'^ ^n the career of business and ambition. His 
p»^*t jowTe i:: obtsenring the fine taste and high cultivation 
Ck' IV Vere, was not altc^ther unmixed, when, as be 
sa^»r^ he saw him absorbed by them. 

"** Yi*i iore an evening walk," said he, " and it is 
C'x^ : K:: T,x: ueed not protract it into moonlight; and 
*-V-*.c^ i; i> cfiea sr^od to be alone, it is not good to to 
i; ri^I*" \ c^ 2kr:.:n society." 

A ri w::,cc IV Vers would talk of the charms of pbx- 
-""^^r^-'j* :-> i*h:ch he was approaching for the first 
•-^•^* -i::i Zvcr.d so sweet, he would reply, 

** h :ax as: fcvr plilJosophy; but it is for that which 
-'s u> :cr the world, not that which teaches us to 






De \ ere would agree, and please him by talking of 
I '''~«^5 but when he said something about lighting his 
ts°^ p*" ?*"^*^< •r.d ihe philosophical works of Cicero, 
-p President would shake his bead, and say he would 
«.fier It were to the Oi»tions, or Thucydides. 
De V ^^ ^'**'* however, to find himself seconded by 
uiA A^^ * °^° wishes in pursuing the plan originally 
rill 'I"' °f ^'sidng London, and diferent parts of 
vSr„.' '°4r*J^° of France and Holland, during the 
torsi's "onlv'^^V'^ '*«'' '«»«^^' '° *l8e short ia- 
ibarSof t«vtn?''^?**^ ''» «'«'''« ^ ^ "'ore. The 

Koinlno immediate. ^I]^ 7?* prospect was so wide, the 
pluatinC. Jie therefore «.... ™?*^® °^ obtaining it so 

^ coaceired the design (butTainUy 
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opposed by Herbert, and not at all by his uncle) of vi- 
siting the whole of the Continent, and studying all its 
various politics and manners in a regular and lengthened 
system of travel, as soon as his college studies should 
be finished. This evidently proceeded more from his 
desire of general instruction and information, than any 
impression of its necessity in advancing his intended 
career. Herbert, therefol^e, would rather have seen 
him plunge at once into busines»^ and seek these col* 
lateral advantages, as opportunity might pfier. But so 
many things could be, and were offered on the other 
side, both by De Vere land Lord Mowbray, that the 
President gave it up, and it was determined that our 
future maa of the world should see it in a less confined 
sphere than his own country, and pass a year or two 
on the Continent, as soon as he quitted college. 

^It will retard his progress in the House of Com- 
mons," said Herbert 

'^It will make him fitter for it when he does come,'' 
said Lord Mowbray, ^ and meantime we shall have his 
effective vote through his present proxy, Mr. Brom- 
field.'' 

But romantic he still was, spite of London, and even 
of Paris, the wonders of which opened, but did not 
dazzle his understanding. And here, by the entrie it 
afforded him to the best society, his relationship to Lord 
Mowbray gave him a considerable advantage. It was 
the only advantage it did give him. 

With all this, Talbois andffeedwood, and the Dove 
and the Trent, were never forgotten, and we may be 
sure Harclai and Penruddock were not unremembered. 
The latter, indeed, before De Vere's final departure 
from college, paid his great debt to nature. His grateful 
pupil made a journey expressly to honour his obsequies 
in his village church; and never did fonder or more 
confiding hope accompany the wish with which he en- 
graved on his tomb the concluding words of his simple 
epitaph, " Xequiescat inpaceJ*^ 

The President, however, was but half satisfied. He 
loved De Vere for his father's sake, and his own. He 
loved his high qualities, and admired his abilities;, he 
felt, too, the necessity for his advancement, which, be 

a 
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said, nothing but his too quick sensibilities could 
tard. He had had many rising young statesmen un- 
der his superintendence, and many who had risen, still 
communicated with him in confidence. H^ wisfied 
De Vere to ?dd to their number. 

There was one quality, among many, in the go- 
vernment of his college, which distinguished the Pre- 
sident; the observation of character, and of the suita- 
bleness or unsuitableness of the friendships among the 
young men under his guidance. These he was often 
known to interfere with, and generally with advantage. 
Possibly next to De Vere, the young Lord £ustace 
enjoyed most of his favour. Indeed, it was a wonder 
he was not first, for he was of a very ardent and aspir^ 
ing temper, and all his ardours and aspirations earried 
him towards the world. To shine in court and senate, 
to lead a party, and brandish the state's whole thunder, 
was thus early the declared object of his ambition. The 
son of a minister, he aspired to be a minister himself; 
and as this, could only be efiected through politics, partj^, 
and parliament, they were his eternal themes; and 
London, as their only seat, the only sphere of his 
thoughts. 

To Windsor, indeed, where the court then resided, 
he was not averse: and to walk upon its terrace of a 
Sunday evening, in the train of Yoyalty, he had been 
known to escape from the discipline of his college. 

Strange to say, an intimacy grew up between Lord 
Eustace and De Vere, mthout objection, if not under 
the auspices of the President. But, dissimilar as they 
were in tastes, they had many things in comnrion. 
Both had great ardour and energy; both had talents, 
powers, industry, and a high sense of honour; both, 
too, were men of birth, and both designed for public 
life. The President saw their dissimilarities, but thought 
they might temper one another, with advantage to both. 
He therefore rather encouraged an intimacy which 
nothing forbade on either side, 'but a mistaken pride 
on the part of De Vere. This pride, after some little 
resistance, was fairly beaten down by the experienced 
Herbert 

^'ou are courted,*' said he; "hence, no one can 
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impute design to you in forming this intimacy. You 
ire independent, and want nothing gf Lord Eustace, 
but he may want you. Yield nothing; but, on the 
other hand, do not exact what to no one belongs — 
more than equality of treatment/' 

De Vere was swayed by this sensible direction, even 
although he at the same time received a letter from his 
uncle on the subject, which had nearly turned him the 
contrary way. " Cultivate this noble lord,'^ said tfie 
letter, " by all the means in your power. With the 
talent and ambition he is said to possess, he must, from 
the influence of his family, be every thing in the state; 
and as his follower and devoted friend, you cannot fail 
of risine with him.'^ 

'' I will be the foUower of no man on earth," said 
De Vere, tearing the letter to pieces, "nor even a de- 
Toted friend in advance, to any one.'' 

The impression was so strong, that it required all 
Dr. Herbert's ability to $oothe his indignation. He 
allowed that Lord Mowbray's view of the matter was 
selfish, and his expressions clumsy. ^' Strip them, 
however, of their dress," said the President; "and; 
what is tliere in them to trench upon your independ- 
ence ? If you really like this young man on his own 
account — if you agree in his principles, both in morals 
and politics, are you to reject his friendship because 
really he is likely to want you in the great caus^ of the 
state?" 

De Vere yielded again to this practical advice: and 
as the term of his college studies was now drawing fast 
to a close, ambition began to shed its attracting influ- 
ence over his young heart It was, however, an am- 
bition of a peculiar sort — ^felt only in idea, viewing 
every thing in distance, and arraying itself in forms 
and colours only of the most pleasing nature. It had 
no difficulties to combat, no passions to conquer, no 
maddening excitements, no rancour towards political 
enemies; and above all, no jealousies of political friends, 
which is, perhaps a more deep and consuming feeling 
than the hatred of enemies themselves. 

De Vere had no conception that such feelings as 
jealousy and hatred were the offspring of the passion 
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he had been told toencoura]^; bis ambition was, there- 
fore, peculiar to himself. Oh ! that in the career of 
the world, this could always he the ambition pursued. 

Though the jH-incipal college friend ol De Vere was 
the nobleman Just mentioned, there were others who 
had a share in his kindness, and, in some degree, in 
his confidence. Among these, was a gentleman of tbe 
name of Clayton; ^lo, though not distinguished by 
any peculiar talent>' and who did not even compen- 
sate the want «f this byany remarkaWe suavity of 
manner, (except to hie sup^'iors,) was yet a most re- 
markable and highly ^fM chirwter. For he had an 
art, perhaps th^ most useful in t^^wljole circle of arts, 
the art of rising. And though it liHist browned that 
Tanity, even thevanity that attends ujM)a mere fashion, 
rather than any nobl^ aspiration, was the original 
impetus to tliis, yet sach-«mB its force, that he never 
rested contented on any oriejsfep, while pother re- 
mained to be mounted. This may be noUe or con- 
temptible, according as it is managed; and as Mr. 
Clayton managed it, to seme it may have appeared 
certainly not noble. ■ - 

But never was there such a mistake. The qualifica- 
tions for rising, as he ehose to make the attempt, are 
of far more (Itffieult attainment than are imagined. The 
devotion of self to the will of another, the immolation 
«f one's comforts by the total anrrender of one's inde- 
pendence — the destruction of one's hours — the sacrifice 
"" tastes, opinions, pleasures, and pursuits, — the not 
loosing to say one's soul's one's oWn, when a patron 
■B otherwise; and all this, accompanied by a forgel- 
oess of one's own family, or those with whom one 
has set oiit in the world, and a noble disdain of the 

food or bad opinion of those beneath ns, when we 
ave passed them: all this partakes almost of the na- 
ture of greatness; and all this is required to rise in the 
niad which Mr. Clayton thought it best to take to pre- 
rment. 

Yet, as has been hinted, his ambition, particularly 

of a strange colour; for it did not so much 

it honourable aspiration after power which 

the desire of unng it nobly, and which 
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really does make this dangerous passion virtue^ as to 
mix with the great because they were great; to be 
numbered with people of fashion, in order to be fashion- 
able; and to be employed on-embassies from one titled 
personage to another, because they were titled. This 
had a charm for him almost equal to the acquisition of 
place and profit itself. This last, indeed, was at length 
the predominating object of his heart; but it was always 
gilded by the objects first enumerated, if indeed the 
first had not been the original spring that called hid 
subsequently deirelaped powers into action. In short, ^ 
Clayton was from nature a tuft-hunter, from necessity 
a place-hunter^ from habit an actor, from disposition a 
hypocrite. 

Yet was this character not altogether unmixed with 
something that but for his selibhness, might havcT made 
him in reality what he often appeared; amiable in feel- 
ing, if not just in mind. He was sensitively alive to 
what is called sentiment: the heroines of the stage drew 
from him real tears; Roscius roused him in imagina- 
tion, at least, to the full swell of virtue. He has been 
seen to weep over Lear, and redden indignantly with 
Hotspur. A tale well told would electrify him with 
the passions of the story; in the senate he would catch 
the fire of the speaker; and in a cathedral, he could 
melt in rapture to sacred song. But all this could pass 
in the transition of a moment. The efiect, however 
strong, never surprised him into one single deviation 
from his main object Never, as to this, was he ofi* his 
guard; if, indeed, he was not able sometimes to make 
these emotions, (according to the character of those 
who witnessed them,) subservient to the point he at 
the time had to carry. Thus, everywhere true to him- 
self, and master of the great qualities for rising that 
have been enumerated, let no one presume to despise 
him. 

But the history of such a personage is not to, be told 
in a moment, and deserves a more particular detail, 
which those who like to investigate human nature in 
its various shapes, may not think their time thrown 
away in perusing. 

8* 
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CHAPTER XIL 

TBE HISTORY OF A YABVBNtT. 

For neitliev m&n nor angel can discern 
Hypocrisy^ the only ill mat Walks 
Invisible, except to Ck>d alone. 
By hi» permissive will through beav'n or earth. 
And oft though wisdom wake, aospicioa sleeps 
At wisdom's gate, while goodness thinks no ill 
Where no ill seems. 

MiLTOV. 

All was alive in Grosvenor Square. It was a gay 
summer night, if, in London, June is summer. The 
streets were not yet quite abandoned by mert y mecha- 
nics, and other classes who had stolen out to enjoy a 
mouthful of purer air than their shops and dark par- 
lours could yield them. Some were returning to bed, 
some to supper; all seemed recreated, and beheld the 
rolling of the carriages, carrying their superiors to their 
own peculiar amusements, without envy. A few strag- 
glers had collected round a magnificent mansion, ki 
which open doors, many lights, many footmen, and a 
throng of visitants, announced an entertainment of the 
higher order. It was an amusing thing to ol^serve the 
crowd which had beset the door^ criticising the com- 
pany, their dress and appearance^ and applauding or 
sneering as beauty and diamonds, ugliness and plain 
cloUies, challenged their attention. 

One lady visitor, however, united all suffrages by 
the uncommon elegance, richness and beauty of her 
attire and person. A silken foot and ancle of charm- 
ing symmetry, first fixed the eye, which was after- 
wards busied with a shape equally perfect, and finally 
riveted by a face in which truth ^d loveliness them* 
selves seemed combined. What was most i^emarkable, 
was the extreme youth of. this elegant fairy, for such 
she seemed, and which could not have exceeded fifteen 
•^ears. The party, indeed, which she joined, was in 
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effect, one of those farmed for the recreation of our 
young nobility, who were not yet introduced, in 
other words, who had not came out. 

A buzz of delight issued from the critics, male and 
female, as she stood a moment on the steps, waiting 
for her chaperon ; and the foobnen were obsenred to 
show her more than common attention as she passed 
through the hall. 

Among the spectators without, there was one, a 
youth, who though equally intent in his gaze, with 
the rest, had yet observed a perfect silence during the 
scene. Yet one would have supposed that he had a 
peculiar interest in the brilliant party who were assem- 
bling. He critically, but not rudely, eyed the visitors, 
their equipages, the Pronged hall, and the illuminated 
windows; but he joined in none of the indications of 
feeling shown by the crowd. In truth, he felt a little 
ashamed of his situation,^ and moved off immediately 
after the enirie of the beautiful and high-born girl who 
has been just mentioned. 

But he went with a down-cast brow, and a heavy 
heart ; he seemed unhappy, and was evidently under 
excitement, but it was not the excitement of generosity 
or virtue. He sighed and bit his lips as he returned to 
his mothers house, in an inferior street in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

^Alas!'' said he, throwing himself on his bed, 
•* why are creatures made with lots so unequal? Why 
was I born to love and admire, yet be for ever exiled 
from such society as I have seen; condemned, instead 
of splendour, to the poor and mean circle in which I 
must always move, unless some good star prevail to 
elevate me? Why, should there be a class of persons 
to which I cannot be admitted, such as at this happy 
house? Why such an exquisite creature as this young 
lady, who would think me vile were I to approach 
her? And with whom must I associate? my father's 
too numerous progeny of honest, common creatures, 
who cannot compare with the meanest of the dazzling 
people I have just seen." 

It was thus that young Clayton (for it was he) la- 
mented himself. He had long been what he thought 
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an unfortunate^ certainly an unhappy person^ from hay- 
ing been born with that sort of disposition which Iead» 
a man to consider all above him as a superior race of 
beings, whom it is humiliation not to mix with, and 
unhappiness not to equal. 

This is a very different feeling from that impatieoce 
of inferiority which, falling upon a generous nature, 
leads on to noble deeds, and creates a Henry IV. a 
Chatham, or a Wolf. The trophies of Miltiades would 
never have broken Clayton's rest; but a house in Groa- 
Tenor Square to which he could not be admitted, kept 
him ail night with a sleepless, and almost a tearful eye. 
His sister, an amiable girl, thought him not well, and 
offered to nurse him. But his sister never appeared so 
plebeian, and therefore so little able to soothe him. He 
turned from her with di^st He was, indeed, born 
of a father respectable in character, but pretending to 
no greater a situation than that of curate and evening 
lecturer of a church in the city; and of a mother, no 
higher than a tradesman's daughter. Erery thing, th^ne- 
fore, about him was homely, and had he remained with 
them, he might have been homely too, and possibly 
happy. But he was sent (the only one of his family) 
to a public school, where, by associating with higher 
bred persons (to whom he paid the most assiduous court, 
so as to be admitted into their circles,) it created for 
him that character which he never afterwards lost. 

All his efforts were now directed to escape from his 
family and natural associates; and by dint of the exer- 
tions of that very family beyond whom he wished to 
soar, he was sent a few months before, to the same col- 
lege which had just received De Vere. 

To college, as may be supposed, his disposition ac- 
companied him, only fomented in a tenfold degree. 
Tassel hunting was his delight; his being's chief good; 
his only end and aim; and we are free to bear witness 
to the superiority of his abilities in this respect. For 
with no other superiority whatsoever; no eminence in 
talents or in literature, in which his figure was merely 
decent; he was admitted to the society which alone li^ 
loved, and passed his time with lords, and the friends 
y{ lords. 
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Being somewhat older than De Vere, he thought^ 
en his arri val, he might make him lome advances. They 
were made cautiously, and humbly^ so as in the end to 
subdue a disposition which, though open as day, did 
not easily lend itself to promiscuous , acquaintances. 
Clayton knew this, but as he also knew De Vere'jshigh 
family connections, and ready enirie into the beau 
fnondcj whether of Oxford or of London, he became an 
object of his most obsequious court He was not, in- 
deed, a tuft, but he was a gentleman*comiponer; he 
was the friend and companion of dukes' eldest sons 
and marquess's eldest sons; and, above all, he was the 
nephew of Lord Mowbray, and Lord Mowbray was a 
minister. Under all obstructions, therefore, he deter- 
mined to persevere. 

The Parvenu's was a handsome countenance; it was 
smooth, and by many thought open (and De Vere was 
among the number;) yet there were not wanting some^ 
especially those who had known him from childhood, 
who detected a louring, lurking something, 'istopping 
the career of laughter with a sigh;" a something which 
indieated a fear to face you, and boded that all mi^t 
not be so well within. However this might be, as De 
Vere, the most unsuspicious person in the world, could 
see nothing of it, he was alive only tc^ what he was al- 
lowed to see ; an active good-nature and facility to be 
employed in all offices, and all wants; a perpetual pre- 
sence where he could be of service; a ready assent to all 
proposals, and a profession of attachment and devotion, 
which so much attention could not permit you to doubt 
for a moment. 

What wonder if De Vere, as well as Lord Eustace, 
found ease, if not pleasure, in such an associate? 

To be sure this created a little envy in others: the 
envy attendant upon the distinction he met with. But 
here the greatness of Mr. Clayton's character display- 
ed itself; for as long as he knew he was advancing 
where he most wished to advance, he felt the most 
sovereign contempt for the opinion of all he left behind. 
Accordingly, the earlier companions of his life, with 
whom he had set out, and who Qould not equal his 
higher flight, he made no scruple to avoid; in vulgar 
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language to cut; and this he aceomplished in a man- 
ner so decided as to%e worthy a better cause. For 
it was not a gradual cooling off, a cautious compromise 
with foolish delicacy, which managed people's feelings; 
, but all was finished at a blow. Having once determin- 
ed to renounce a man, he was too open not to let him 
see it; and it must be owned, he went through the task 
with a most deterniined intrepidity of assurance. Com- 
plaints were indifferent to him^, and he bearded resent- 
ment itself (in some cases, where he knew the par- 
ties,} with a haughtiness and bravery ^ which procured 
him something even like respect, mingled with hatred, 
from those who were below him. 

Having thus, as he said, weeded his acquaintance, 
he became more identified than eVer with the soci^y 
he loved; and De Vere, who knew nothing of his 
history, but who saw the loftiness of his bearing to- 
wards most of his own order, was so far unsuspicious, 
and, at that time, so ignorant, as to take arrogance 
for real superiority. 

De Vere and Clayton became intimate, rode out to- 
gether, drank wine together, nay, once or twice, in 
a long vacation, made short excursions tc^tj^er, and 
absolutely wrote to one another durii^ absence. 

If, during all this time De Vere saw nothing very 
particularly to adnure in the abilities or genius of his 
companion, on the other side, he saw nothing to blame; 
while the proofs he received of devotion to his person 
were so great, that he could not help, in return, lov- 
ing him who showed them. He at least felt that in* 
terest about him which made him studious to promote 
his advantage by all the means in his power. 

'^They are not many,'' said he to him one day, 
^^but such as they are, they are yours ; and if I suc- 
ceed in the career my uncle has opened to me, of 
which I greatly doubt, whatever I can command for a 
friend shall be yours." 

Clayton's smooth features and fair skin became agi- 
tated, and blushed all over at this intimation ; and if 
De Vere set it down to the score of feeling, let other 
men of one-and-twenty blame him if they please— we 
certainly will not 
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01^3^1 on, ia reply ^ assured De Vere that to know 
him and visit him in his family, after they should each 
quit college^ was happiness enough, whatever might 
be his own lot 

As this was said upon the eve of De Vere's final de* * 
partore from the University, we must not be surprised 
if it bad its effect, and if it produced an invitation to 
Mr. Clayton to accompany him in the ensuing va* 
cation to Talbois. Here, wonderful to relate, the then 
first ambition of bis heart was gratified, for Lord Mow- 
bray was there. 

Behold, then, our aspiring youth, introduced in lit* 
tie more than three short years from his matriculation 
at college, to the greatest object of bis veneration — ^a 
Minister of State.. Here his tact served him admira- 
bly, and enabled him to perceive that Lord Mowbray, 
though he had a coldness, and even a hauteur of man- 
ner towards his inferiors, at first very appalling, was 
yet to be won upon by that very demeanour in which 
the Parvenu most excelled — nuxlest, humble, and de- 
voted attention. 

He had, indeed, that best of all qualities for a skil- 
ful ambition (in which I have heard an old and auc- 
eessful courtier say, in the plenitude of confidence, all 
other qualities for rising might be summed up at once,) , 
the quality of being a good listener. It is, indeed, 
inconceivable how many fortunes have been made, and \ 
reputations acquired; what confidences have been won, . 
and views imparted; what invitations, introductions, and 
finally, promotions, have been the consequence of this 
little seemingly unimportant art And yet, though 
nothing appears more easy than to listen, yet, somehow 
or other, this, of all easy arts, is the farthest of all from 
being within the scope of everybody's attainment. 
Nay, it has been observed, by those who have had 
the best opportunities of looking closely at things, that 
those most distinguished for abilities, particularly if they 
have any strong conceptions of tbeir own, are the very 
worst at this play; while others, who are merely those 
imitative beings, characterised by Horace, as the " <Sfer- 
tmm Ptcus^^ have beaten their more shining, but less 
gifted competitors, out of the field. 
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Clayton, for example, was consummatey while Be 
Yere was downright stupid in tKis sort of maaagemeat 

But, in the next place, Ckjrton had all the meek 
negatives of character to acquire or preserve a patroD, 
which such a patron as hord Mowbray required. I 
say such as Lord Mowbray, because, Heaven forbid 
^ that in our free and .high-spirited England^ all minis- 
ters should be like htm. Happily there are enow to 
redeem us from the silly imputation of intending to 
involve our governors in one blind and ignorant cen- 
sure ; high-minded and highly-gifted men, whose li- 
berality of sentiment equals their genius, and whose 
disposition, as well as whose praise it is, in their in- 
tercourse with others, to let the delight^ mind have 
the freest and most equal communication with tbem. 
These love congenial spirits, uninfluenced by the in- 
equalities of station, and alive only to mental power. 
Such was one of the actual ministers at that time, of 
whom' we shall have occasion hereafter to make lai^ 
^ . mention, and with such persons, though a De Vere 
might succeed, Clayton would indubitably fail. How- 
ever this may be, we are bound to admit that the 
suppleness and deference of manner, look, and tongue, 
which fortune had bestowed upon him, as one of her 
most favoured children, were exactly calculated to pro- 
duce the effect they did upon Lord Mowbra3r. 

Accordingly, at the end of a few days' acquaintance, 
he pronounced him to be a modest, ingenuous, and 
very sensible youngman; in discovering which last cha- 
racter. Lord Mowbray must have possessed facilities of 
judging peculiar to himself, since during very many 
conversations it would have been difficult to have re- 
lated Clayton's share of them. 

Pleased with the eulogy of his friend, Mortimer 
replied to his uncle's praise of him, that though not 
very brilliant, he was the most unpresuming, unpre- 
tending, friendly person alive. 

" I like him the better," said J^rd Mowbray, ^ fi>>^ 
not being brilliant: 1 hate people of brilliant preten- 
sions; they never make men of business, and give s 
great deal of trouble." 

There is no denying that *^ some men have greatness 
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thrast upon them;" for by the end of the visit at 
Talboisy Clayton had so established himself in the good 
graces of my lord^ that he received an invitation to 
Castle Mowbray; which, of all incidents that could 
have happened, was just the most gratifying, and the 
nearest to his wishes and his aim. And yet, with 
pretty semblances of un worthiness in himself, and the 
demands which he said his mother had upon him, 
^•set down with as much modesty as cunning,*' he, 
strange to say, (strange to less wise people than him- 
self ) declined it 

De Vere very frankly laughed at this self-denying 
ordinance; and Lord Mowbray, while he praised hisr 
modesty, looking a little hurt, nay almost offended at 
being refused (a thing to which he said, he had been 
tittle accustomed,) Mr. Clayton xnih great appearance 
of distress at his own ingratitude, in truth, with ex- 
cellent good grace waved his self-disqualifications, and 
accepted the invitation. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

THE BISTORT CONTINUED. 

With a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts. 



I raised him, and I pawned 
Mine honour for his truth. 



ShAKSF£AB£. 



Shaksfeabk. 



We see our Parvenu thus translated to Castle Mow- 
bray, and at the summit of his then wishes; although 
fresh wishes and fresh obfeets immediately sprang up, 
dear to his hopes. For such is the nature of ambition 
of whatever sort, noble or grovelling, whether to 
^vern a state, to lead an army, or to worm one's self 
mto the favour of a great man, that no sooner is one 

9 



9S DE V£B£. 

step aceomplished, than another rises, which the en- 
ergetic mind is ashamed not to surmount 

It is thus that the fiend of ambition himself^ is made 
to exclaim, with devilish energy,— r 

^ Lifted np so high 
I deign'd subjection, and thought one step higher. 
Would set me highesL" 

But Clayton had now, from almost too great success 
in the first instance, no easy part to perform. Very 
little tact was necessary, to observe that Lord Mow- 
bray had too much consciousness of his nephew's*higher 
qualities to be perfectly at his ease with him. At least 
tiie Parvenu, with much less observation than belonged 
to him, might readily perceive a sensible difference in 
his lordship's manner and conversation, when De Vere 
was, or was not present When with Clayton alone, 
he evidently himself, acted the protector with great 
dignity, condescended to give him maxims of life, par- 
ticularly of official life, and even to relate some part of 
his own official history, in which the notice taken of 
him as a young man, by a deceased eminent prime mi- 
nister, was descanted upon with complacency, and the 
Parvenu ^* wondered with a foolish face of praise." 
But if De Vere joined them, a sudden constraint came 
over both the minister and his proHgL The flow of 
both was stopped: Clayton smiled on De Vere, and 
Lord Mowbray, as he had little to say, resumed his 
habitual gravity, and sometimes looked fierce to avoid 
looking foolish. 

This was by no means thrown away upon Mr. Clay- 
ton, whose faculties, blunt as they have been reckoned 
among the high public characters he afterwards mixed 
with, were of that nature to be peculiarly acute, where 
any thing was concerned that might directly or re- 
motely be turned to account. 

It was this watchfulness which enabled him to per- 
ceive that to praise or court De Vere as he had set out 
with doing, was not a matter of first necessity, in or- 
der to recommend himself to Lord Mowbray; and as 
in pursuing an end, it is one of the characters of wis- 
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dom to discard all unnecessary ixieans^ lie very wisely- 
laid this aside. 

With De Vere personally, his devotion was as gi*eat 
as ever. His gratitude as well as attachment were 
eternal; and he only wondered how so insignificant a 
being as himself could interest De Vere, or how he 
could ever make a suitable, return for that interest- 
devoid of all power as he must ever be, even if he should 
succeed in the poor line he had marked out for himself^ 
of a humble clergyman. 

**For even if I succeed," said he, **the very conse- 
quence of success will be to separate me from you.'* 

De Vere was moved, and expressing pleasure in 
thinking of his attachment, asked whether he was so 
fixed in his love for the church, that he must necessa- 
rily devote himself to no other profession. 

"To you I might confess," said Clayton; "the 
church is not even my choice. But in no other pro- 
fession could I be master of my time and of my ac- 
tions; the only true happiness, the summum bonum 
of itue philosophy." 

Spite of the soft whisperings of ambition to which 
he had begun to listen, this was too agreeable to De 
Voice's own notions, not to be regarded with compla- 
cency. He looked updn his friend as a man whose 
disposition and turn of thought were more congenial 
to his own than he had ever before imagined; and he 
began to feel the advantage it would be to have such 
an attached person always near him. After a turn or 
two, therefore, (for at this time they were walking in 
the shades of Castle Mowbray) he asked him if ever 
he had thought of an official life. 

** Were I to consult only my private taste," an- 
swered Clayton, " I believe my happiness would con- 
fine itself to the wanderings of your beautiful Need- 
wood, or such sylvan scenes as Sudbury, both which 
you have so taught me to love." 

De Vere was delighted with this echo of his own 
sentiments about those beloved haunts; beloved still, 
though his mind was now bent towards the world^ nor 
did he like Clayton less when he added — 

" With you for a companion, I would prefer such 
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retreats to all that ambition could ofier, whether in the 
church or elsewhere^ But without such companioD- 
ship, I OW& the lot of a country curate, or even of a 
puissant college tutor, has no charms for me.'' 

" Then why not," said De Vere, " renounce your 
present views, and come with us into the world?" 

The Parvenu smiled, but in a sort of bitterpess, and 
with a down cast look, shook his head. 

** Come," said De Vere, '^ I know what is passing 
within: you think if you embark you have oo one to 
push you off shore, or keep you afloat when you leave 
the land. But you are a favourite with my uncle, and 
deserve to be so from your attachment to u» all." 

^^ It is an attachment which will not accept pay," 
replied Clayton, ^^ so we bad better not think of it; bcit 
I am eternally obliged--^" 

^< Pooh!" said De Vere, <' I will at least tell Lord 
Mowbray that you are not wedded to the ehurch: and 
there most opportunely, ^ with solemn step and slow/ 
his serene highness advances." 

De Vere was even in playful ^irits, from this pew 
prospect he bad opened to himself ; for the smooibness 
and humility of Clayton had never so mueb won upoa 
him; and in truth, the interest whieb the Parvenu 
knew well how to infuse into his haadsome couale* 
nance, never made a better exhibition. De Vero, 
therefore, disonissing his friend, betook himself Id his 
undo in his behalf, with all his heart and soul; and as 
he was a total stranger to finesse, opened the matter at 
once, by telling him that Clayton had owned to him 
that the church, except from necessity, wa6 not his 
choice. 

^^ He has owned as much tome long ago," said Lord 
Mowbray, smiling. 

'^ Indeed!" cried De Vere, with surprise. 

** Not positively," replied Lord Mowbray, with aa 
important shake of the head; ^bnt you know, ne- 
phew, or at least will, one day or other, there are 
various ways by which a man practised in affairs^ 
may discov^ another's secret, and yet that other be 
entirely unconscious of it all the time." 

Sy prcuitised in affairs. Lord Mowbray always 
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meant himself, which De Vera knew. Indeed, his 
lordship's features were never so relaxed as when he 
said this: thiey were quite alive with the thought of the 
practical illustration he might have adduced in proof of 
his position. 

" 1 can conceive this/' said De Vere ; " and you 
mean, uncle, to say that your experience has disco- 
vered " 

** Never mind what I have discovered," interrupted 
Lord Mowbray, still nodding his. head and looking 
pleased : ^* it is quite sufficient, I tell youy that I have 
longfound out what this young man may have attempted 
to conceal — but attempted it, I must say, in vain." 

" May I ask," said De Vere, " how you feel to- 
wards him on the subject ; because from the recent death 
of your secretary, Mr. Bromfield, an opening seems 
already to present itself, if such is your wish?" 

" Upon the whole," returned Lord Mowbray, with 
rreat dignity, ^^ I feel favourably disposed; but I must 
first examine him more than I, or perhaps, you, may 
have done, before I form my opinions. These things 
should never be hurried. I wish in particular to dis- 
cover, whether he pretends to -what is called genius, 
imagination, original thought, and other nonsense of 
that kind. If he does, I tell you fairly, he will not 
do for me. There is, indeed, one minister of state, 
Mr. Wentworth, who is of a very different opinion, 
because he is a man of towering genius and eloquence 
himself. All very well: all very well; but with very 
great submission to Mr. Wentwortb, though a minister 
of state, he has done wrong in encouraging about his 
own person, as confidents in his most important depart- 
ment, men of poetry and imagination; persons, per- 
haps, thinking of speeches, rather than the business 
of their offices ; and who, in the end, — may — on that 
account"— Here my lord hesitated; but De Vere beg- 
ging to have the benefit of the whole remark, he went 
on, (looking round, and lowering his voice as he said 
it,)-*-^^ Men who on that account, and when the time 
is ripe, may trip him up, either with the king, the 
first minister, or the House of Commons." Then, 
seeing De Vere look surprised, and almost incredu- 
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)o«is, he added; ^^Sueh things have happeoed, and 
will happen again, whatever you may think of it, 
aephew ; for be assured experiencoiis the best teacher, 
and you may trust me,'' (here he prepared himself 
with solemnity for one of two or three favourite quo* 
tations which he poisseased) — 

** * There are more things in heav'n and earth. 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.' " 

De Vere was sorry so much blame should be laid 
upon poor genius, but professed himself ignorant of 
the subject 

^^ You naturally are/' said Lord Mowbray ; ^ bat 
when by your own fidelity to party, you have been 
let into the secret of afiairs, as long as I have beeo^ 
you will find I may be a true prophet" 

To this, his nephew assented, as possible; bat as- 
sured his uncle that in the instance before (hem, they 
ran no danger, for no one had ever detected in Clay- 
ton, one single spark of that genius or original thought, 
which he so much feared ; that his character seemed to 
be that of mere matter-of-fact docility, a great ad* 
miration for scenes of nature, and great devotion to 
his friends; at the head of whom he felt that he biin* 
self stood, 'Mf, indeed," added De Vere, '^I am not 
already outrivadled by my uncle, for the kindness he 
seems to show him." 

** I have marked this in the youth," replied Lord 
Mowbray, with complacency; ^ he seems safe. We 
will talk further of this matter." 

The result was, that several conCsrenoes were held 
apart from De Vere, in which Lord Mowbray endea- 
voured to discover, (and the Parvenu discovered the 
endeavour, and brought it fully to account,) whether 
he himself, or his nephew, were the chief object of 
Clayton's devotion; and in the end, his lordship re- 
mained thoroughly convinced, that De Vere was loved 
chiefly out of gratitude, while all real attachment, re- 
spect, and consideration, were bestowed upon himself. 

This discovery, too, was made in a moment most 
critical for the fortune of Clayton; for at this very 
juncture my lord was beset witii most puissant q^^- 
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cattoofi irom peraom of the fir$t eoasequenee» iu fiivoor 
of a jentl^man of great hopes, ancl^ aa it waa uofortii- 
nately added, of great iadependence, both of fortuae 
and miod, whom they recommended .as a proper sue- 
eesaor to the late secretary. 

^ It will never dp,'' observed Lord Mowbray, ''and 
as Dr. Caius said, ' There shall no honest man come to 
my closet;"' so his lordship^determined, that he would 
have no man of independent fortune and mind for his 
secretary. 

But another felicitous change awaited the Parvenu, 
beyond all that his most sanguine hope could have 
imagined: for this was precisely at the time when Be 
Vere, in conformity to his long-setUed plan, was pre* 
paring for a protracted absence on the continent The 
death o{ Mr. Bromfield made it necessary to fill up the 
seat at Wellesbury, and as De Vere assented to his 
uncle's representation that the government ought nol 
to lose a vote on account of his desire to travel, he even 
proposed, should Lord Mowbray appoint his friend to 
the vacant secretaryship, that he should also become 
his own locum tenens for the borough. The whole 
arrangement was approved; De Vere departed on his 
travels, and Mr. Clayton was introduced into the House 
of Commons. 

This brilliant initiation into business, as it astonished 
Clayton himself, so it filled his old acquaintance, some 
witfaenvy,some withdisgust,and all with wonder. It was 
of little consequence to the Parvenu, who, while his 
heart's bestdesire was crowned by being introduced into 
a rank in society beyond all hope, cared little for the 
soeers and contemptuous criticisms that were made on 
Lord Mowbray's choice on this occasion. A new world 
opened to him in the House of Commons, far surpassing 
any beau idSal he had ever ventured to form of his future 
fortune^ The first men in the state, and, what was 
almost of as much consequence, the first in fashion, 
were there, and these, where he could, he cultivated 
with tiie whole force of his talents for insinuation. 
There also was Mr. Wentworth, and with him the 
leaders of the nation on both sides; and to these, from 
his office, and his patron's introduction, he was at least 
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made known. At first, indeed, it being whispered that 
he was the mere locum tenens of a few months, he was 
regarded in that sort of doubtful Hght, which made the 
regular forces distant and cautious in admitting his ad- 
Tances. They cared not to consider him as legitimatelj 
initiated till they knew what was to be his real situation, 
and they were by no means disposed to acknowledge 
him by the authorized forms, established among legiti- 
mate powers, of invitations to dinner. 

He had, therefore, occasion for all his modesty and 
all his assurance to make the least way. Bat, to his 
honour be it said, he surmounted all. It became known 
that De Vere did not mean to retorn until he had com- 
pleted a plan of travel on a most extended scale. The 
north (then not much known) was visited as well as 
the south. In fact, he remained full three years, which 
gave ample time for a manoeuvring spirit. With his 
own adroitness, therefore, Clayton during that interval 
had conciliated the most jealous, and we may imagiDe 
that his talent for progression had not been inactive. 
He did not attempt to be a speaker, but his ttict exerted 
itself, and if he was mute as a debater, he was an excel- 
lent cheerer. De Vere, on his return, found him in 
full possession of all the rights and privileges, in regard 
to notice, acquaintance, and other agreeable ef caeterasy 
which belong to a regular subaltern in the army of go- 
vernment He had become even useful in what was 
called the tnanagement of the House, and was noticed 
by Mr. Wentworth for his knowledge of the members, 
and the frequency and zeal of his reports. Such a no- 
tice he well knew how to turn to profit, and the wbid 
chance had been so well pursued, that during these 
three years he had made a greater advance to his ob- 
ject than others during whole parliaments. In short, 
through the mist of futurity, gleams of hope had ex- 
cited fresh expectations, and visions of brightness flitted 
before his eyes. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



POLITICAL LZCTTTRfiS. 



I have been peptic with my friend, amooth whJi mine enemy. 

Thb advance and success of Clayton were neces* 
sary to re-kindle in De Vere, interests in regard to 
official objects and party palitics which had been al^^- 
most laid asleep. It is neither necessary to tibe views 
of this biography, nor is it the intention to give any 
account of his travels. Our objects are at home. It 
is enough to say that, though general politics, and 
statistical inquiries, were zei3ously pursued by him, 
he was equally, if not more bent upon an examination 
of the manners and customs of his fellow creatures 
with a view to that moral pfaiiosop^iy, which he always 
preferred to political, though the last was by no means 
undervalued. Of party politics he could acquire no«> 
tfaiog abroad, and ef these, when be returned horne^ 
it is inconceivable, considering his accomplishments in 
every thing else, how great was his ignorance. Clay* 
ton beat him far behind in this most necessary qualifi* 
cation for rising ; but Clayton knew nothing else. 

This want of information, or absence of feeling on 
points so much the life and soul of an Engli^man's 
excitements, made De Vere at first more indifferent 
than he ought to have been to the possession of the 
seat in parliament which had been held for him. Had 
his assistance been wanted upon questions of public, 
and particularly of foreign policy, he would have been 
eager enough. But having watebed for these ques* 
tions, he was surprised to find how seldom they seemed 
to be considered, and how comparatively absorbing 
was every thing that regarded local interests of which 
he knew nothing, or the power and influence of paiv 
licular parties of which he knew little more. He, 
therefore, without much difficulty acceded to his un« 
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cle's request to allow Clayton to sit out the sessioOi at 
the commencement of which he found him, nor was 
he sorry to pass the first month of his return in visiting 
his mother, and the favourite seat of his childhood at 
Talbois, for favourite it still was, spite of all the ad- 
versity of which it had been the scene. 

His friend the President told him he was wrong in 
this arrangement, and advised his instant entry into 
the House: but he thought he had time enough before 
bim. He, however, on his return to London acquired^ 
or recovered, so much of his former spirit of curiosity, 
that he began to visit both Houses as a spectator, and 
soon became so much interested in the contemplation of 
what was passing, as to regret that he had consented 
not yet to be an actor. 

At first, he was delighted, and even astonished, by 
the abilities of the leaders. He was fascinated by the 
force, the beauty, and the variety of their eloquence. 
The Premier had been used to speak in thunder, and 
the thunder still rolled, though only at a distance, while 
LordOldcastle (Lord Eustace's father) calmed his hear- 
ers by the smoothness of his periods. But Mr. Went* 
worth fixed every body, by a flow of language and ideas, 
which ailike charmed the imagination and convinced the 
understanding. In the Opposition, one great leader was 
rapid in invective; another dazzled by his wit; a third 
by the graces of his fancy, which was so warm that 
which ever way he moved, graces seemed to drop all 
around him, and flowers to spring up under his feet 

For some time this was enchanting to a mind like 
De Vere's, and he longed to possess his seat that he 
might never be absent from such a feast. 

But this was not the longing of Clayton. That pru- 
Aeut young man sought therefore to break the spell 
.which had fascinated his friend. He talked of the 
tricks of eloquence, and, (with a coolness at which 
himself could not help laughing,) of trading politi- 
cians. Scarcely one in the House, he said, with Wal- 
pole, but had his price; and though of some, and even 
of the great majority, this was a wicked and despicable 
ealumny, the creation of a peer, in the person of one 
of the most eloquent and active of the Opposition, 
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aiade a sad inroad in De Vere's political creed. Under 
the gallery, too, where he sat, he was surrounded with 
candidates for power and fame, or those who already- 
possessed them, whose mutual criticisms were bitter 
and caustic. Motives of interest were often assigned, 
where De Vere hoped only to find freedom and ho- -^ 
nour. Some were said to be speaking for particular 
rewards, some out of particular revenge, and some for 
bread. 

Not a hundredth part of these observations were 
founded; yet Hot the less confidently were they hazard- 
ed, as party biassed, or disposition inclined. 

Thus, by one or other rival, the sincerity of almost 
every speaker was questioned, except perhaps of some 
plain dull one, to whom it was no pleasure to listen^ 
and whom nobody regarded. 

De Vere was too wise to believe all that was said; 
but the slander disgusted him with those who uttered 
it 

The novelty wore off. Rhetoric showed itself what 
it is, an art Technicalities came to be discovered, and 
the refinements of one evening formed the common 
places of the next Even without this, De Vere began 
to make a question, in which he found little comfort 
from Clayton, whether the treat of listening to such 
beautiful figures, such kindling topics as he sometimes 
heard from the leaders, might not be purchased too 
dearly at the price of being forced to attend to the 
crude egotisms of every puny, would-be orator, who 
ehose to hazard them. 

The close of the session was thus very different from 
the opening in its effects upon De Vere; and as he was 
the disciple of no particular school, and attached to no 
particular leader, he was in danger of relapsing into in- 
difference, or imbibing something worse, in regard to 
the scenes and actors that surrounded him. 

He was however much too just, and still too san- 
guine, to form any fixed opinions from so short an ex- 
perience; though he found himself, insensibly perhaps, 
inclining to thmk that Harclai's pictures of the world 
were not quite so overcharged, and Herbert's not quite 
so correct as he had once believed them to be. At the 
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same time, whether immersed in the pleasures of his 
age, (of which he draak as largely as any other young 
man so highly introduced) or engaged in the captivate- 
ing society of either sex, which courted him^ the busi^ 
ness of observation went on. 

Yet let us not suppose him, on this account^ cynical. 
Open, ardent, and naturally cheerful, he had become 
gay, and at times even dissipated, in the career of 
amusement But even here his mind was always at 
work; and to watch the windings of the heart, wh^er 
in male or female, under whatever shape they present- 
ed themselves, was the never-failing employment of 
his thoughts. 

Our business at pi*e8ent is with his scratiny of the 
public characters that surrounded him; and we may 
suppose that the political associatea to whom bis ancle 
introduced him, formed much of his study. 

At the dinners of Lord Mowbray (a branch of the 
art of governing a party by no means to be despised, 
and which perhaps Lord Mowbray understood better 
than any other branch,) he had opportunities for his 
curiosity even to sate itself. Many great and many 
little actors passed there in review, and he early came 
to distinguish how possible it was for a smooth voice, 
and much apparent hilarity, to be consistent with great 
anxiety of mind. It required indeed no peculiar saga* 
city to do thb; and it is mentioned only with a view 
to account for the backwardness with which be stiU 
lent himself to the suggestions of his uncle, on the ex- 
citements of the world, and the advantages of ambi- 
tion. 

This baekwardness was not a little cherished by 
Clayton, with whom he continued his habits of confi- 
dence, on whom he still relied, and in whom he found 
a faithful echo of all his rising sentiments on the man- 
ners and ^verning principles of those around him. 

The private Secretary here indeed generally antici- 
pated liim ; talked of the worry of a&irs ; the irapedi* 
ments of cucming, and self-interest ; the meanness of 
suitors ; the inso'lenee of subalterns ; and the coldness 
of chiefs. He would then glance with feeliz^ at the 
happuneas left at Talboit^ and theohanaiSiof aimplelife ; 
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nay, would glow with pleasure in painting the compara- 
tive independence of .even a coOntry vicarage: 

De Vere heard him with surprise, but was not so 
eager as formerly in opposing him. He too had ob- 
served, and with a somewhat quicker sense of them, 
all these objects of Clayton's complaint, and in parti- 
cular, the insolence of subalterns, of which moi'e here- 
after. 

Among the guests, however, whom De Vere met at 
Lord Mowbray's table, there was one^ a Sir William 
Flowerdale, who gave him satisfaction a^ well as 
knowledge. This was a gentleman of good family and 
great experience and observation (particularly official 
observation*,) in which he had been nursed from his 
youth, till he had long beien at the head of a very lu- 
crative department He was a man of quiet but ex- 
cellent understanding, cultivated by reading, and of 
manners so remarkably tranquil, that during forty 
years he had never been observed to lose his temper. 
His office was important, though of a subordinate sort : 
so that without a power of creating jealousy, his assist- 
ance made him ne<sessary to many of the ministers, 
who all regarded him with good will. 

This lot he had enjoyed through several changes of 
administration, composed of persons of very opposite 
principles. He had grown old and grown rich under 
these succeeding administrations : had been created a 
baronet, and had surveyed many a brilliant meteor in 
power, whose nod or notice he had once thought ho- 
nour, but whose children, and perhaps some of them- 
selves, were now his inferioi's in the world. 

This gentleman enjoyed all the consideration of 
Lord Mowbray, for his wisdom ; though the chief 
proof of it (and indeed it was no bad one with his lord- 
ship) was his success in preserving his place. He al- 
most ranked, he said, with the famous Sir John Petre, 
the great hero of Lord Mowbray, who during such 
discordant reigns as Henry VIIL, Edward Vt., Mary, 
and Elizabeth, preserved his office of Secretary of 
State. 

** There are no such men now-a-days,'' would Lord 

10 
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Mowbray say ; ^* but Flowerdale approaches nearest 
to tkem/'. 

To this gentleman then^ his habits^ and history, Liord 
Mowbray thought he could not do better than •recom- 
mend the attention of both De Vere and Clayton. The 
latter agreed with his patron in thinking Sir William 
Flowerdale a very sound model for a man like him- 
self to copy ; in which, as we speak of the good old 
times, before fees were brought to account, we may 
believe him sincere. 

De Vere liked Sir William for his own jsake, and 
made him frequent visits, m which the Nestor of office 
would sometimes engage in (what DeVere would call) 
a course of political or rather official lectures, on the 
right training of obstinate young men> who were so 
headstrong as to have wills, nay, opinions of their own. 
This, Sir William would laughingly agree with Lord 
Mowbray, was subversive of all hope of rising, as it 
certainly was of all proper discipline, in office ; and he 
gave his advice, where it was needed, accordingly. As 
Sie conversation at one of these visits,'exhibits much 
of that practical observation, which no general theory 
usually comprehends, and as it had much effect, 
though, perhaps, differently from what was intended, 
on De Vere, the reader may possibly excuse us for lay- 
ing it before him. 

At the time we speak of, De Vere found his new 
friend in his private room. He had just committed a 
note to the flames, and w^as studiously watching it to 
complete destruction, before he could entirely take his 
eyes from it, jn order to welcome his guest, though 
evidently glad to see him. 

De Vere observed upon it 

" It is a habit to which I have long accustomed my- 
self,'* said Sir William, "and at least a provident one, 
^fiough, in this instance, of little consequence. But 
X^tera scripta^ you know, semper manet, and many a^ 
p:0ice man has found inconvenience before now, from not 
efficiently attending to this adage." 

** It is, at least a prudent one," observed De Vere. 

*' Why, you know," said Sir William, "it wasonce 
maxim with a long-headed statesman, that with a line 
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or two of his hand- writing, and a few concomitant, 
though trifling circumstances, he could bring any man's 
life into danger.'* 

'^ 'Twas a dark and infamous maxim," observed De 
Vere ; ** but, thank God, calculated for a dark and 
^cked agi6 and country, and not for our honest Eng- 
land." 

^^ As for the darkness and wickedness of France, un- 
der Cardinal Mazarine," answered Flo werdale, " I will 
not defend them; biit though our laws give us more 
security, and our time is more enlightened, with such 
a spirit of party as rages, I would not be cai^eless of 
any written document that related to politics or a poli- 
tician, even in our honest England." 

** You deserve your reputation for caution," said De 
Vere; ** and no wonder my uticle commends me, as a 
thoughtless young man, to your protection." 

^ ft is not thoughtlessness that would make tne afraid 
for you," said Flowerdale, with good nature. 

« What then?** 

^^You are young and high bom," answered Sir 
William. 

<< Ought that to stand in my way?" 

^ No; both will assist you ; for plebeians, and middle 
aged young gentlemen, after all, are not the subjects 
most gratifying to the aristocracy to bring forward. But 
you are high-minded as well as high-born; perhaps I 
should say, unbending." 

« I cannot flatter." 

'< Flattery is out of the question; but an unbending 
stiffness of opinion which you are at no pains to con- 
ceal—" 

" Pains to conceal! What! if it be truth? We are 
told, you know, that to conceal truth^ is pretty much 
the same as to speak falsehood." 

" Where your opinion is desired," said the baronet, 
*' that is certainly correct." 

" And be assured, my dear Sir William, I will never 
intrude it where it is not" 

*^ That is but right, too," observed the baronet; " but 
I am afraid even where it is^ it may be thought a good 
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general rule, that a little accommodation in our eoUi- 
sions with others is of no disservice." 

" If, by accommodation/' replied De Vere, " you 
mean an outward coincidence of opinion, when lye 
are as wide as the poles asunder within, I see no dif- 
ference between such accommodation and falsehood." 

"To see, now, the difference between two men I" 
said Flowerdale; " Mr. Clayton I have found far more 
alive to reason; and he was, as you know, given me 
as a pupil as well as you." 

"I fiear," replied De Vere, "your pains will be 
thrown away upon him, for I know him, and be assur- 
ed he will never accommodate his sentimental feelings 
to those maxims." 

Sir William smiled, as much as bis mild halnts would 
allow, and replied, ^ He was>* here but this mormog, 
and in canvassing the modes by which young men were 
to rise in the world, I made him perfectly sensible of 
the wisdom of the maxim — ^ Qui nescit dissimularti 
nescit regnare.^* What think you?" 

" It is to me a cold-hearted maxini, and I hate it," 
replied De Venp. " It can only be preferred ta the silB- 
ness of letting a foolish face, or a tell-tale tongue, blab 
out one's heart to the winds." 

" I honour you for these sentiments," said the Nes- 
tor, ^* which I think are correct, and we have among us 
some illustrious examples, that there may be statesmen 
of the first talents, and most profound views, swho are 
above such a close rule of conduct Nevertheless, it 
is but fair to tell you there are others who think this 
rule by no means so contemptible. I own, too, I ha?e 
observed it, where I least expected it" 

<* Where?" asked De Vere. 

** Where the secrets they possess are least worth 
preserving," replied Flowerdale; " but 1 have also 
seen it among the young, and> therefore, as I should 
have thought, the confiding; men just initiated in of- 
fice, and candidates for success." 

** I could hardly have supposed this," said De Vere; 

,* *'Htt who knows not how to dissemble, knows not how to 
ri^igfn.'* 



^ I would ask you to name them^ that I might mark, 
and avoid them.'' 

" That would exceed the scope of my fecfwrg," re- 
plied the prudent Sir William. " It is suflScient that I 
have told you, that the least endowed are those who 
are sunk deepest in the darkness of this policy; while 
at the very top, the high-minded Mr. Wentworth, for 
example, whom you so much admire, is all openness 
and confidence, and conceals himself the least, of all 
the great secrets that are confided to him.'' 

** This is charming," said De Vere ; " he then, per- 
haps, is not of opinion with another minister, who has 
sometimes frightened me with his account of things, I 
mean Lord Chesterfield." 

** And what is his opinion?'* 

** * That we always in business clothe ourselves with 
dissimulation, because always in business we play with 
sharpers.'-^If this be true, x am not for playing at busi- 
ness at all, any more than I would play at cards, when 
I knew that the persons I played with were cheats. At 
the same time, I do not at present know whom I am 
to play with, ministers, or their depenuants." 

'^ None of our j^re^en/ ministers are sharpers," said 
Sir William, " whatever they may have been in other 
times." 

"That is clear," said his pupil j "but their depen- 
dants?" 

"The word sharper is too strong," observed the 
baronet, " for either principals or dependants; but, of 
course, subalterns have their own views, and may be 
jealous of you." 

"And do you mean, that on that account, I am to 
accommodate myself, as you call it, to second-rate peo- 
ple?" 

Sir William smiled at the sort of haughtiness with 
which this was said, when De Vere continued, " I could 
bear to do homage to my chief; but to be at the mercy 
of fellow underlings, no better than myself " 

" Perhaps, not so good," observed the baronet 

"Bear with me, then," proceeded De Vere, "if I 
say I could not submit to it." 

"Yet are they not to be slighted," observed the ba- 

10* 
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ronet ^^They have the ear of their principals; the 
mollia temporay when a good word, or a bad word is 
of more consequence than may be thought; in short, they 
have the power of representation- " 

" Or misrepresentation" cried De Verc, with soipe 
indignation. ^^ Is it thus that you mean they may abase 
their power?'' 

♦'As to abusing it/' replied Sir William, "at best 
they are but men." 

'^ And are these then the persons, Mr. Grantly, for 
instance," (and he mentioned a gentleman in an infe- 
rior office,) 'Ho whom you think me unbending, be- 
cause I will not court them?" 

" Court, perhaps, is not the word," replied the Nes- 
tor, " especially for you; though I have seen higher 
men, (excuse me,) on their knees before even second- 
rate people." . 

"On their kneesl" cried De Vere; "I will at least 
never be one of them ; and if this is the price of prefer- 
ment^ like the country mouse^ 

* Giye me ag^in my hollow tree, 
A crust of bread, and liberty.' " 

'* Very good," said Flowerdale; "but if you will do 
nie the honour to attend to me " 

" I do, I do," cried De Vere> much abstracted. 

•* Yes!" returned the baronet, " pretty much as Hot- 
spur did to his father and uncle, after he had been affront- 
ed by the king." ' 

"Nay, I stand corrected," replied De Vere, laugh- 
ing almost at himself; ^^but I confess that to owe pre- 
ferment, or even a step towards it, through ^some of 
these men, would be worse than to lose it altogether." 

" Very true," said Sir William, " but consider- 
ing ■■ 

"Were they in the least of a superior order," again 
interrupted De Vere; "but to think how possible it is 
to be a tyrant in the closet, and an abortion every- 
where else. No! even an arrogant, if a real statesman, 
I mieht suffer, but -" 

** You are certainly quite attentive," observed Flow- 
erdale, laughing. 
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'^ Forgive me," returned De Vere, " I am all ear." 

^ Men have different talents," said Sir William, calm- 
ly; '^some may be to be useful in private^ though they 
may fail in public." 

^ Then let them be buried in private," exclaimed 
De Vere, " for about such men I think with- Pope, 
who says, ^ As for the really great, one expects mis- 
chief from kites and eagles, but lo be squirted to death 
by understrappers^ would provoke as dull a dog as 
PhiHips himself.' "* 

Flowerdale laughed, but De Vere asked if he did 
not think it horrible? 

*' You do not, I see, like it," observed Flowerdale. 

'^ I know not if it most frightens, disgusts, or affronts 
me," answered De Vere. 

" These are but slight evils after all," observed Sir 
William; ^^ and here also there can, and ought to be no 
sweeping condemnations. There may, and must be 
honourable seconds, as well as honourable principals." 

" I agree," said De Vere; ** and were all, for exam- 
ple, like yourself, ministers would have more justice 
done them. But an honourable man will not easily 
stoop to subordinate presumption, which throws a sort 
of discredit, unjust as it may be, on the chiefs them- 
selves. No! I would be buried fifty fathom deep first" 

The baronet again smiled at his eager indignation, 
and coolly said, ^ This at least ought not to drive you 
from politics." 

" I fear," answered De Vere, " it will not cure the 
unbending disposition which you set out with Mam- 

ing.'' 

** Well," observed Flowerdale mildly; " I will allow 
you what jealousy you please towards your brother 
subalterns that are to be; bqt I trust I need not caution 
you to be less stiff towards general officers, particularly 
the general on whose staff you may happen to find 
yourself." 

^ I trust I shall know, and, knowing, perform my 
duty," said DeVere. 

" From my heart I believe you intend it," answered 

* See Pope's Works^ xi. 67. 
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/ Flowerdale; ^ but forgive me if J remind you that once 
entered on service, the civil is like the military supe- 
rior — he will require obedience^ not opinion. And trust 
me, for a subaltern to disagree with his chief, whether 
of a party, or in office, nothing can be more inconve- 
nient, I had almost said more dangerous.'' 

'^ Dangerous to what? is the question/' said De 
Vere. 

<^ To his advancement,^^ answered the baronet 

" The advancement I seek," replied De Vere,*with 
some dignity,^ ^* is not that which is to be purchased bj 
the surrender of one's good faith." 

*^ If by good faith is meant opinions," observed the 
man of years, with a smile, ^^ my meaning rather is, that 
there should be no faith at all, except in one's patron." 

" I now understand you," said De Vere, with great 
earnestness^ ^^ and it is fit, if you will bear with me, 
that as to myself, I undeceive you. That I must serve 
at my years is clear; since I have nothing heaven-bora 
about me, either civil or military. But, with submis- 
sion, there is a difierence between a chief and a patron. 
The first, when placed under him, I will of course 
obey, as an officer obeys the general set over him bj 
his prince; but in the train of the last I will never be 
found." 

" Go on," said Sir William, pleased with his energy- 

'^ If I am admitted on a staff, on account of my opi'- 
nions," continued De Vere, " cheerfully will I give my 
obedience; but if I am to form, to change, or to renounce 
opinions, because I am on the staff, adieu (and willingly) 
to the advancement you speak of. And this is what I 
conceive no enlightened statesman, no generous leader 
of a party, no liberal head of office, but would as rea- 
dily grant, as I should require it" 

" This is all excellent," cried Sir William, catching 
^ little of the spirit of his pupil ; in truth, neither ae« 
customed nor expecting to meet with so much reason 
jja his fire. "Let me, however, apprise you of w^^^ 
ew young senators, when they come into office, seem 
-ware of, but which they nevertheless feel, as yoo, of 
"1 others, seem formed to feel it" 

** For heaven's sake what?'* 




D£ V£R£. 117 

** In the House you fancy yourselves, equal to your 
future chief: nay, in your vote, your freedom of speech, 
and sometimes possibly ia your powers, you are so. 
But out of the House all is metamorphosed. From 
having had a free partnership, as it were, in a subject, 
you are reduced to be a mere clerk; must be simply a 
hand, and whatever business is confided to you, ' give 
it an understanding, but no tongue/ Thus, from a sup- 
posed high-minded statesman in the senate, counselling, 
if not directing afiairs, it is even your duty to become 
a passive instrument and a mute. Are you prepared 
to be such a person ? to be always directed, never con- 
sulted?*' 

"The picture is certainly not inviting,'* said De 
Vere, ^^ and I see it must depend upon the Character 
of the chief, to make the lot of the subaltern dignified 
and happy, or, commonly bearable. But are* there not 
such chiefis (observe, I do not «ay patrons) as I have 
imagined? Men, who from having liberally served^ 
have taught themselves liberally to command?'^ 

** There are," said Sir William; "and amongst the 
highest and most gifted of our governors. Ti|^re are 
also of an opposite cast" 

"The first alone are the men I will court," replied 
De Vere. ^^ Let those seek masters (nor do I blame 
them) who are obliged to seek bread. And now," con- 
tinued he, relaxing from the sort of severity into -which 
he had fallen, and with even a laugh on his. cheeky 
"tell me some other of your general rules." 

" Whether with chief or patron," replied the Nestor, 
'^ not to miscalculate one's strength, nor suppose, be- 
cause one cannot follow, that therefore one can lead." 

^ An excellent distinction," cried De Vere; "and 
what would be the consequence?" 

^ Such men are whistled down the wind, and heard 
of no more." 

" ^Ambition that o'erleaps itself,' " said De Vere, 

" Exactly so." 

^^ But even with persons of seeming weight, nay^ 
even of talents," continued Sir William, "it is some- 
times inconceivable how small the distance is, in the 
balancing of fortune, between absolute proscription and 
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tlie highest promotion; between contemptuous neglect, 
and the Privy Council itself." 

**What, in this country ?'* asked De Vere; **in 
Turkey or Spain I could conceive it" 

<' There are instances before one's eyes/' replied 
Flowerdale; ^^ and it is a mistake to suppose that poli- 
tical ambition presents not as bitter a cup in England 
as elsewhere." 

De Vere was pondering these words when the baro- 
net omtinued: ^' I have this moment been eontribating 
my mite to save a mvn from a gaol, who once figured 
in parliament, and was my superior in office." 

De Vere, somewhat moved, asked his hbtory. 

** Under the last administration," answered Sir Wil- 
liam, '^ he showed some talent, and his heart beat hisfa 
with pride. But though he spoke for ministers in pub- 
lic he rebelled in private, and being cautioned, g^ve 
himself airs. In fact, led away by what he called spirit, 
but what was really vanity, he miscalculated his 
strength. He was abandoned, and not improperly, by 
his patrons, whom he had used ill; his whole conse- 
quence was extinguished; and he is now lamenting^ 
with many other mistaken pe<^le, the total n^ect of 
that world in which he once thought to shine." 

^^He brought his calamity on himself," said De 
Vere, ^'yet it is a lamentable picture;" and he could 
not help again musing on his hollow tree. 

^^ Take a contrast to this," said the baronet, ^ in one 
of our high placemen, with whom you are acquainted. 
In the last administraUoni^ after long and useful service, 
be openly complained, and with reason, that promised 
rewards were withheld. The Treasury cried mutiny; 
the secretaries caught the alarm ; the very clerks barked 
punishment In short, the minister of the day turned 
his back, upon him, intending to leave him also to for- 
tune. But he could not contrive to crush him; the 
gentleman had abilities, and made a high demonstra- 
tion. The old government broke up, and the conse- 
quence was an immense and immediate promotion 
under the new one." 

'^ You paint these revolutions with force," said De 
Vere, ^^and I dare say I shall profit by them; but 
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^whether by assuming complaisance where T otherwise 
sliould not do so, or by preparing for a proper retreat, 
1 s a problem to be sol ved.^' 

**I trust, at your age,** returned Sir William, ** that 
jTctreat is out of the question ;" and De Yere, thank- 
ing him for his confidence, the visit ended. 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE FEARS OF INEXPERIENCE. 

Oh! how fttH of briars Is thb working-tj&y world! 
They are but burB» coiuitt. 

Be Vebe b^an sow to think he had had opportu- 
nities of observing,, that, although a general busy in- 
terest, exciting to the spirits, was presented on the 
face of public life, what he had heard and read of the 
hollowness of courtiers did not seem entiilely unfound- 
ed. Had he attbat time gone deeper, as he afterwards 
did, he might have made diseoyerie$ ta the full as co- 
gent on the other side, and come to the more pleasing 
conclusion, that as much worth, honour, openness, and 
even simplicity of character, are to be found among 
men of power and of business, though that business 
be politics, as in less prominent, though not less selfish 
professions. 

To these we may hereafter come ; meantime it may 
not be amiss to remark, that from the very nature of 
state afiairs, it should seem, in the abstract, that the 
labours of those who administer them are absorbed by 
business that is the least selfish, because, from the 
mere force of the terms, it is the business of the com- 
mon weal, and not their own. It is, however, too 
certain, that in this outset of his life, the specimens 
of ambition which his friend Dr. Herbert had taught 
him to hope for, were not those which exactly met 
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his view; and what he did contemplate were those 
which least supported the engaging theories of the 
most sanguine of his guardians. 

As he maintained a correspondence with both, he 
did not* fail to notice this, and the following extracts 
of his letters to Herbert exhibit a picture of his mind 
at this time/ which may not be unimportant. 

" All your precepts seem thrown away upon your 
refractory ward. I how to your superior experience 
of mankind ; I acknowledge you have many practical 
philosophers on your side ; you have the Temples, 
Addisonsy and Mainwarings to back you, and you 
count upon my being* among thetai. But should you 
not also count npon my disposition ? If that oppose, 
of what avail are the rest? 

'^ You urge me without delay to parliament ; scold 
me for not attending the levie; ridicule my not paying 
court to the ministers, and laugh at my slighting the 
syrens of politics ; for, as you observe, there are sy- 
rens in them as well as in love. Thus, you are angry 
with me for holding at naught those assemblies and 
suppers of the two peeresses who head the rival par- 
ties, the enirie to which is so sighed for by less for- 
tunate personi^ than myself. Now, who would think 
this the instruction of a grave guardian, who, as some 
would say, ought to warn inexperienced youth from 
the dangers of the world, instead of holding it up as 
an object of their attraction ? 

" The worst of it is, I feel that you are right W^ 
ordinary spirits must follow the beaten path to obtain 
distinction. It is only for genius and high aspirations 
to take that easy leap after honovir which Hotspur talks 
of. 

'^But then, after all, is distinction necessarily hap- 
piness? Is it indispensable to be distinguished? And 
^bat really is it ? I live among distinguished per- 
0C>fi^ 9 I see heroes, statesmen, orators, poets ; I have 
^y-iends who have acquired, some power, some riches? 
^jl are in full career. Yet, as they arrive at the goal, 
^jj seem to me to be disappointed. To be sure, there 
^^ an eagerness, an excitement in the race, which looks 
}^^s unhappy; but I see the nerves stretch, the veins 



1»E V£a£« 1^1 

swell, the features distorted. Each maa wishes to 
stop, or to pass his fellow. * 

"You will tell me these are the views of Harclai, 
who sees falsely ; at any rate, it ought not to influence 
the opinioa of an ingenuops young man, who has, per- 
haps too much feeling in his soul, and too little money 
in his pocket; and you say justly that any thing is 
better thaa — 

' Living dully, sluggardized at home. 
Wear out your youth in shapeless idleness,' 

Be assured thaf this will not be my choice. Were the 
world still in arms, my old wish would revive, and 
my father's sword which now sleeps, would perhaps 
be at my side; but the world sleeps too. You, indeed^ 
tell me my sphere is politics, .which open the mind. 
Alas ! do they so? Do they not rather, as now pur- 
sued, contract all into party? 

" 'Tis true there is genius and commanding elor 
quence in the highest quarters, and I have worshipped 
both (perhaps secretly envied the possessors,) when I 
have listened to them in the senate. But out of the 
senate I have seen them perpetually in trammels; 
clouded, burthened, and bowed with the weight of 
affairs. 

'^ I speak feelingly, because I lately met your friend, 
Mr. Wentworth, at Sir George Deloraine's, in the full 
flow of his wit, and pouring out a mind which seemed 
not more brilliant than amiable upon all subjects most 
engaging to man. The contrast between such mo- 
ments, and those passed with pure politicians, is, I 
assure you not lost upon me. Sir George is, himiself, 
an example of the happiness of a refined mind unfet- 
tered by state reserve. Do you think it is the same 
with the dryness and closeness of my uncle's dinners? 
where the affected ^ volto sdoUo^' only makes one dread 
the more, the ^pensieri strettij so much vaunted and 
recommended by politicians. Mr. Wentworth, though 
a minister, is on these occasions, as different from 
himself as light and darkness. 

^^ Those who succeed, complain; those who do not, 
complain; both, that they are slaves; only there is 

n 
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fhis difference in the lot of the last, that they have to 
deplore the addition of disappointment to their slavery. 
It is this disappointment which, like a cold spectre, 
lays his hand upon all within his reach, and sends 
shivering and death into the heart's core. It is this 
that frightens, deters, and finally unnerves me. Yqu 
tell me of success. Alas!, are the successful happy? 
Is it known at what expence of health, of quiet, and, 
with some, even of honour, they have succeeded? 
Have they preserved their iriends? Have they i)e- 
trayed no principles? Has no obloquy followed them? 
Or, if really prosperous — are they content? Do not 
new cares succeed, ^[^ater, perhaps, than any they had 
before? I confine not this to pc^itical ambition: look 
atarms, or arts, or learning; even the lover that sighed 
like a furnace! Marry him, and the fear that made 
him sigh is at an end — but so is^ his hope! 

** To tell you a secret, the only thing in which I 
agree with you, is about this Hope/ Dear, delightful; 
mysterious, ever- whispering, ever-exciting being! 
evanescent, yet seldom absent — ^thou alone ^addenest 
the heart of man ! Yes! of Hope, I am the willing) 
ardent, and active votary; but to continue so, she must, 
like her kinswoman. Fancy, be perpetually changing' 
Her dress, shape, and features, must vary every hour. 
Her charming colours must be like those of the came- 
lion. Never must I catch, or at least never hold her. 
No ; for ever let her be near, but for ever elude me* 
Once embracetl, her power is gone.^' 

Such were portions of De Vere's letters to Herbert. 

We will not lay before our readers, at length, the 
answers which the clear-sighted philosopher of the 
world, alarmed for his pupil, gave him. It is sufiScient 
to say that they were worthy his good sense, and that 
they particularly cautioned De Vere against what was 
evidently a hasty, and probably, an unfounded judg- 
ment. 

«It will be hard," said the President, "if he who 

can appreciate and characterize so well, the ^^^^^ 

being you address by the name of Hope, should be 

'^appointed after all. But still harder, if it V^ove 

jr own fault I beseech you not to fall into the 
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common-place error of iovolving- all the rivals for 
power who surround you, in one sweeping condem- 
nation for the faults of a few. That there are envy, 
hatred, and malice in a courts and in the anti-chamber 
of a minister, is most true: but so there are in a camp, 
in the church, in commerce, at Uie bar, in the pure 
fields themselves, and even in the lonely cloister, 
wrhere passion, having done with the world, seems to 
sleep. And yet you yourself have hitherto met with 
none of that treachery jrou have taught yourself to 
fear; and to avoid. all danger of it, if I might advise^ I 
would address myself only to those who are at the foun- 
tain head. Introduced as you are, 1 would put myself 
in nobody's power, but those who have the distribution 
pf power; for be assured, second-hand patronage can- 
not be more revolting to your own high spirit, than it 
is ceatrary to good policy. It was this just apprecia- 
tion of himself, that at once placed our friend Mr. 
Wentworth, so high. 

'^ You tell me yourself, that in the heads of depart- 
ments you see much to admire, and you do not cootra- 
T€tie what I have told you, that in many of the minisr 
ters themselves you fijad, not merely the talents required 
for their stations, but the honesty, feeling, and even 
the singleness of heart, which vulgar and hackniedpre^ 
judice would ^nfine to inferior classes. Never was 
there such a mistake as thb prejudice^ However, I 
have allowed that you may meet with instances of the 
contrary where you are, and these you may surely sur- 
mount, as they are surmounted by others, when they 
appear, as they indubitably, do, in all the lower stations, 
as well as in the higher. 

^ You will, perhaps, think all this the representation 
ei a man who upholds a particular opinion, and is afraid 
for his theory; I will therefore give you something 
practical from a man surely, if ever there was one, prac- 
tised in courts, and writing from their very hot-bed. 
Such, you will allow, was Lord Bolingbrok'e. Indeed, 
you remind me forcibly (be not affronted) of his pupil 
and kinsman, the young Earl of Jersey, to whom 
(when he was in a similar fit of spleen) he writes as 
follows; 
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" * Yoa have youf mortifications before you come to 
court, and believe me you will have them when you 
come there. Vou will see the fawning tell-tale rascal 
caressed, and detraction from the merit qf othcts 
made equivalent to real merit in himself You will 
see a great deal more than I intend to enumerate; and 
what then? Mtistj therefore, a good man not come 
to court, nor step forward in the service of his coun- 
try? Must he throw him'self into retreat or opposition? 
No ; you are too Bright for the former, and too hones f 
for the latter. 

'^^ There seems to be no inclination to live well 
with yoo wanting. We have not the best knack in the 
world, either at giving our employments with a good 

race, or suiting^ them welL Fight against yoar spieenw 
know how fast that sly enemy will creep into the 
mind and body of man, and what cursed work he will 
make when he is there!* '** 

Such were the topics used by the experienced and 
observing Herbert, to arm the man he honoured more 
than any young person of whom he had had the direc- 
tion, against the obstacles to success which might be pre- 
sented by his own, perhaps morbid ims^natioo. 

That imagination was now, however, to be verj dif- 
ferently exercised; and far other dreams than those of 
ambition, successful or unsuccessful, were about to il- 
lumine his fancy, and take possession of his heart 

We have said that he was alive to the^easures of 
his age; and he was so particulariy to those which the 
softer sex are so powerful in creating. With all his 
reflection, his indeed was a heart of sensibility in the 
most eminent degree; though, from histurn of thought, 
and disposition to romance, fostered and heightened by 
the earlier habits of his life, his was a sensibthty which 
made larger demands upon female excellence than were 
usually, or, indeed, easily satisfied. Rustle as he had 
been, rusticity (as we have seen,) could not please hinsy 

* Bolinffbroke to Lord Jersey, Correspond. 2. Tbe letter it 
here much curtailed; but it is so admirable a piece of persuasion 
aeainst the common-place supposition that the court is a bug-besr 
cf corruption, that it would be weU worth the reader's while (par- 
ticularly if a young one,) to study the whole paper. 
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even at an age when beauty of almost any kind pleases. 
But neither did polished beauty, as it is called, fare 
much better. The smoothness of artificial manners, and 
general elegance of dress and appearance, at first so 
charming to theeye, began early to lose theirpower; since 
beyond the eye (with De Vere at least,) they seldom 
advanced. In the country every thing was too glaring 
— here, every thing too much veiled. 

What he peculiarly required was character; without 
which (such as he admired, and had formed himself to 
love,) the enchantmenta of the most perfect beauty 
lived but for an hour. But this character he laboured 
in Tain to discover, where all was cased under an im- 
penetrable outward uniformity of manners^ court polish, 
and court pretensions. 

This was his opinion, and this opinion laid hold of 
him even in the spring of his yputh — 

<< When the fresh bJood grows lively, and retnma^ 
Brisk as the April buds in prinurose season." 

In short, at five-and-twenty, with a keen sense of 
pleasure, he had as serious a mind in regard to women, 
as to every thing else ; and though his eye was often 
pleased, and his senses otherwise charmed by the fas- 
cinations of the society in which he lived, there was a 
void in his heart which he could not account for, even 
to himself. In fact, his hour was not yet come. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

FIRST LOVE. 

Back, shepherds, back; enough your play> 

Till the next sunshine holiday. 

Here be, without duck or nod> 

Other tripping's to be trod. 

Of lighter toes, and such court guise,. 

As Mercury did £rst devise. 

With the mincing Dryades, 

Cer the lawns and o'er the leas. 

MiLTOir. 

No! his hour was not yet come, but it was not long 
to be delayed. For the reader must not suppose that 
such a heart as we have described, was insensible^ 
merely because it was difficult to be won ; or that what 
the models which the females he had hitherto seen had 
not been able to afford, the sex itself could not supply. 
Pure country simplicity, or pure town refinement,^ could 
not satisfy De Vere; and the mixture of the two, such 
as his heart craved, and his reason wished, was a hap- 
piness of which he began to despair. But, besides this, 
he felt how much the sphere of choice was narrowed 
by his want of sufficient fortune ; since the thought that 
he might be dazzled into love by either the conse- 
quence or the wealth of the female who might move 
him, filled him with horror. 

He had, therefore, formed to himself not only the 
hope, but the expectation of being able to pass through 
life, or at least till fortune smiled upon him, with the 
same stoical independence of the sex which he had 
hitherto shown, and to which his difficult tastes had 
not a little contributed. 

All this, however, was on the point of giving way 
before he was aware of it ; and the danger arose from 
a quarter, and in a place where, from being least ex- 
^pected, he was least on his guard. 

It was at the ball of the Litchfield races that De 



Vere's heart was doomed to meet its virgin encounter; 
and he was not the less excited, or the less pleased, 
from the circumstance that his admiration was kindled 
by an object, at the moment when he saw her, perfectly 
unknown to him. 

He had arrived too late for the first day's sport, or 
indeed to dine with his uncle. Lord Mowbray, as was 
expected. He dressed therefore at his inn, sending a 
compliment to his uncle, whom be said he would join 
in the ball room. , To this be repaired as dancing had 
just begun, and as Lord Mowbray did not appear, and 
he was known to no one, he g;ave his eyes and ears to 
the dancers in pure lack of employment As it hap- 
pened, no pastime could suit him better, for he loved 
to observe a dance; very different in this from his 
friend Dr. Herbert, who had sometimes been known to 
say, he thought daneing only an awkward way of get- 
ting from one end of a room to the other. 

Certain it is, however, that the graceful harmony 
produced by the exact correspondence of motion with 
sound, which constitutes good dancing, gave De Vere 
a pleasure which went much farther than his ears or 
eyes. It affected even his sentiment, as all harmony 
will, and thus interested the judgment itself. Let us 
not be supposed by this to refine too much upon a tri- 
vial matter. A treatise might be written on the effect 
of elegant motion on the mind of a lover of elegance; 
by which word elegance, is not meant the costly glare 
of riches, but something always the effect of proper 
proportion in whatever is the subject matter, and which 
interests from that very circumstance ; and the sense 
of this propoi*tion constitutes what is called taste. 

In respect to dancing, it admits of such varieties, and 
its harmonies may be sometimes so magnificent, some- 
times so simple, and pathetic, that, unlike the good 
doctor, a learned bishop, celebrated for his love of 
Greek tradegy, having, before his elevation, seen the 
ballet of Medea and Jason, was known to say, that next 
to the mental delight of reading the story in Euripides, 
was certainly that of seeing it at the opera. 

I have permitted this little digression, in order to 
account for the peculiar pleasure of De Verci both in 
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dancing himself, and seeing others dance. But as the 
pleasure emanated from an elegance of mind, so ele- 
gance in performance was absolutely necessary to en- 
gage his attention. It must be owned, therefore, that 
in our good homely island, his attention, .was seldom 
repaid; nay, that his taste was oftener a source of dis- 
gust than of pleasure to him; for with all our good 
qualities, ours never was, and never will be^ a dancing 
nation. 

In the ball-room of the Litchfield races, we fear this 
was most cruelly proved: for Ue Vere roamed from 
one awkwardness to another, and from one personifi- 
cation of hoydehism to another of affectation, till at 
last he threw himself on a bench in despair. 

For the honour of the county of Stafford, however, 
be it observed, that this was at a time when our wmlhy 
ancestor squires were not in the habit of taking their 
wives and daughters with them to town, to attend upon 
fashion, while they attended upon parliament. No! 
with what real inferiority as to character and happiness 
we know not; but the province of their females was 
borne. They read their bibles, and the Sir Cbarlef 
Grandisons of their time, distilled rose and mint, and 
could ride you fifty miles in a day, though they had 
laever, like their posterity, seen Vestris or Le Pique, 
Rossi or Dorival, nor attempted to squall ^^ Che faro."* 
What wonder then if a race ball to them was a revelry, 
as much as a dance in a barn to their labourers, and en- 
joyed with equal sincerity by both ? • 

Unfortunately De Yere's fine taste could not bear 
this sincerity, as it actually then showed itself, though 
he would have been amused, had not his good*nature 
been shocked when he heard the sheriff of the county, 
a man eminent on turf and field, thanking a young 
Londoner for dancing with his dowdy daughter. 

** I know,'* said he, ''she is heavy in hand, and bores 
with the head; the snaffle won't do ; but keep a tight 

• The present generation will pomlbljr not understand these fia* 
names, illustrious in their time; but let it be recollected* that I 
yrite to my veteran contemporaries^ the Will Honeycomb^ 9xA 
Lord O^lebys of a former age. 
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curb, and stick the spurs well m, and Vl\ warrant she^lI 
get to the bottom.'* 

The poor girl blushed/ but did her best, and got rid 
of the gibe as well as she couM, by obserying,^ Papa 
is always so funny/' 

Young as De Yere was, he gave the matter up, and 
longed more than ever for the arrival of his uncle'c 
party, when he "beheld a young lady led up to the 
top of the dance, on whom he found his eye could not 
look without instant emotion. .The most perfect form 
he had ever beheld, setoff by the most graceful man- 
ner he h^d ever admired, challenged his curiosity, and 
gratified all his sentiment Had she been plain, this 
would have been the instant effect upon one of De 
Vere's particular taste, which sought for its pleasure 
more in elegance of shap^ and address than even in 
beauty itself. But her face and features were illumined 
with a meaning of such powerful expression; there 
were in them such sense and softness united, that a man of 
sense could not fail to admire, a man of feeling, to love. 

H^r complexion might be said to be naturally pale, 
but of such dazzling fineness, thi^ you hardly wished 
for colour, till it oame, - Then, indeed, the animation 
which it caused, and the intelligence which flashed 
from a dark and languishing eye, gave her a loveliness 
of expression, such as we may suppose to belong to the 
angels. Luckily, the least exercise, and even the play 
of her mind in conversation, always called up this 
beautiful colour. 

De Vere was upon his legs in a moment. He had no 
eyes, but for this lovely vision — ^for such it seemed. 
He could not even ask her name, so much was he fix- 
ed; for, from being all eye, he could find no tongue. 
When she began to move, his peculiar taste was pecu- 
liarly pleased; for never were grace and dignity so ex- 
emplified. Perhaps, she might have been thought too se- 
rious in her dancing; by those who did not, like De 
Vere, mark the elasticity of her foot, and a something, 
as the strain of the music changed, which amounted 
almost to playfulness. . 

Those who may have seen the dancing of the Ladies 
L ^ in their girlhood, or of Lady Eleanor F- 
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can alone have an idea of it, by supposing the beauti- 
ful style of each united. It is this perfection of cheer- 
fulness and grace conjoihed| which our critical neigh- 
bours over the water have, with the happiness of lan- 
guage, described under the phrase of ** U beau trarir 
futile,'' 

De Vere followed her from the to|^ of the dance to 
tiie bottom, and from the bottom to the top, and was 
pleased to observe the respect, whidi, when modest 
retenue is joined with, grace, attends upon it almost as 
by a^ natural law. The rural thanes and^ their families 
opened every where to give her place, all apparently 
actuated with the same admiration as De Vere. It 
seemed, indeed, as she floated through the mazes of the 
figure, that aU were content' to aeknowlls^^ her supe^ 
riority, and gazed upon her as if she had been 

*'Afaiiy Tision 
Of some gay creature of the element. 
That i' the colours of the rainbow Virea, 
And plays i' the ji^Ii^ted cUmda." 

We may suppose how ifais told upon the senses of 
De Vere ; nor were his eyes charmed more than bis 
mind, on observing the easy, yet correct attention with 
which she listened to the conversation of her purtner. 
De Vere envied him much for his thtm lot, and not a 
little for a certain imimure of £aishionable self-conse* 
quence, which seemed only the result of acknowledged 
superiority in rank and manners, and to which a few 
years seniority to De Vere in ii^e, gave some little 
addition. 

It was hence (and be saw it with something like 
envy,) that he thought the lady listened with a mix^- 
ture of deference, as well as pleasure, to his conversa^ 
tien. It is astonishing what sensations of unaccounta- 
ble rivalry (for they were no less,) this caused to 
De Vere* 

Let those who study human nature, explain it if they 
can; when they reflect that it was produced by two 
persons whom he had only seen that moment, and of 
whose existence he had till then been ignorant Yet, 
so it was ; though even then, the Orlando spirit of his 
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ebdraeter spoke to his aghated heart; and as Correggio 
is said, on viewing a picture by Raphael, to have ex^ 
claimed with a noble self-confidence, ^^ £d lo sono 
pittorey^ so this aspiring youth whispered to himself, 
^^and I also am a gentleman." In short, though he 
-was certainly struck with awe, he was not plunged in 
despair ; for as the deepest admiration seemed in an 
instant to take possesj^ion of his young bosom, so he 
was ready and eager to enter all lists in the asser- 
tion of it 

If any one censure this as romantic or unnatural, we 
doubt, if the censure is deserved, ^-iiimantic it may 
be, if all which is out of ti^eordinary counse is romantic ; 
but we deny the unnatiiraL For even though love at first 
sight has often^ and not improperly, been laughed at, 
as the green longing of girls and boys, who forget one 
another as suddenly as they like ; yet the sweetest and 
most lasting affectibn has often grown out of it, when 
happy circumstances have concurred for its cultivation. 
(He who writes, has himself felt it home.) 

De Vere certainly did not stay to examine this. He 
knew nothing about the passion of love, and as little of 
the nature of his own feeling. He only knew that the 
beauty he had admired, seemed of so superior an order, 
that he could have kissed the ground she so lightly 
touchedyand still more the airy foot that touched it 

He was roused from the sort of trance into which 
bis admiration had thrown him, by the address of the 
only person in the room whom he knew, and who, in 
almost equal admiration, asked him if he could tell him 
who this distinguished stranger was. 

" I would myself give the world to know,'^ replied^^ 
he, *• for exclusive of her being the most charming per- 
son I ever saw, she pyzzles me more than I can describe." 

««Howso?" 

*' Why, I would stdke my existence that shfe never 
was bred in London, if she even ever sa^jt ; yet that 
the country should produce such a e^edture, shames 
probability." 

^' I admire your penetration,^!;/' exclaimed an un- 
known gentleman who overheard' him, ^ for she has 
9earely seen London, and though bred for the laat two 
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or three years in the country, it was ehiefly in France, 
and under her relation the Marchioness of Clanellan, 
the best woman, and one of the most accomplished 
persons in Europe." 

*^ Good heavens !'' exclaimed De Vere, in perturba- 
tion, ^^ the Marchioness of Clanellan ! and her name 
is " 

"Lady Constance Mowbray," replied the gentle- 
man,' " daughter of the I^arl." 

The reader must figure to himself De Vere's joy as 
well as surprise when he heard this, and found in the 
elegant peirson who had so moved him, that beautiful 
cousin, to be presented to whom, was the very object 
of his visit to Litchfield. An ip voluntary and shght 
bow was the immediate consequence of the informa- 
tion thus afibrded him ; surprised at which, she gave 
him a glance which only moved him more. It was one 
^f those glances which we suppose every one has felt 
once, perhaps twice in his life, and which demonstrate 
the sudden power of woman over the heart of mao ; 
but which, though its language is clear, and its effects 
lasting, no one, to another, can ever translate. 

A islush, but like any thing rather than that of Cy- 
mon, instantly sufiused the ch^ek of De Vere» At the 
same time this caused something like constraint on her 
side, when, to the satisfaction of both, Lord Mowbrayi 
who had till now been closeted with the county mem- 
ber in an adjoining room, advanced, and after chidiog p^ 
Vere for not having come time enough to call upon hioi 
previous to the ball, introduced him in form to his 
daughter, as the cousin of whom she had heard so much* 

And heard of him she had for years, and with an in- 
terest, which, had De Vere known it, would have 
thrilled his heart. Lady Constance had in fact, kno^Q 
much, if not all the early history of her sylvan cousin. 
From the age of twelve, she had been allowed occa- 
sionally to visit her aunt. Lady Eleanor, for whom she 
had so much veneration as to engage with her, at her 
own desire, in a correspondence, which, notwithstand- 
ing the disparity of years, was gratifying to both. Hence 
the secrets of the moated bouse were not unknown to 
^er. Their history produced a considerable effect up* 
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•n her disposition towards the elder De Vere when 
adive^ whom she could not help regarding with an in- 
dignation, which at her years was even surprising— ^o 
early did she begin to feel the movements of a gener- 
ous heart. 

At the early age of fifteen, such was her energy, 
such the dignity of her manner, that, all man of the 
world as he was, the elder De Yere never saw her but 
he felt a constraint which he did not like to confess. 

As her years opened, and her mind unfolded, this 
firmness and disposition to think for herself, adranced 
in proportion; and as her father was very like his eldest 
nephew in character, so. she did not seem far from what 
has been described as belonging to her aunt. 

This made the oppression of the moated house a con- 
stant theme of interest whenever she could talk of it: 
and at any rate fixed it in her thoughts: so that the 
rustic Orson (as with all his high qualities she could not 
help fancying him,) was uppermost with her, long, ve- 
ry long before she thus met him.* But she had had no' 
conception that nature alone could have done so much 
for any man. She had been strtick with him before, 
when he eyed her in the dance, and, (for we must con- 
fess thai so it was) she had felt something like a wish 
(an unconscious one, perhaps, but still a wish,) that he 
might be eyeing her with approbation. His person 
was so markedly fine, and his countenance so full of 
meaning, that she could not hdp wondering who he 
was ; and the look that has been described, which she 
gave him in return for the sort of unobvious involuntary 
bow which had escaped from him on the discovery of her 
name, was the ^ect of a secret hope which she could 
not help entertaining, that he might be the cousin she 
expected to see. 

I have often heard De Vere say, that the evening of 
the Litchfield ball was the most exciting of his life; that 
he never was so pleased, or so anxious to please; and 
that for hours he was in delirium. His pleasure in his 
cousin was then indeed unmixed, and it continued un- 
alloyed for many of the first weeks of their acquaint- 
ance; during which, they visited Lady Eleanor, at 
Talbois, and he accompanied them to Castle Mowbrav. 

12 
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It was here that Constance disclosed to him all tlie 
sympathy his early adyersity had caused ; all the in- 
terest which, even as a child, she had taken in his 
struggles, and the approbation and almost admiration 
she had given to the firm assertion of himself which he 
had displayed. 

Was Lady Constanee wise in this? I believe not 
But she was no common person. With a gentleness 
that was delicious, she had high virtues, and lofty qua- 
lities: and, without any thing approaching to eccentri- 
city, without departing one point, or one instant from 
the purest grace of modesty, her ingenuousness ^nd 
natural tiTith (most alive, and least timorous at her young 
age,) made disguise or concealment impossible. She 
had no mother to advise with; and exclusive of this, 
her original and peculiar independence of mind, made 
her feel above the little scruples (which we do not blame 
mothers for inculcating,) as to the confidence which 
ought to exist between young persons of difierent sexes. 

De Vere was little past five-and-twenty when the 
introduction at Litchfield took place, and he afterwards 
spent near three months of the summer at Castle Mow- 
bray; a period most critical to his feelings, if not to his 
destiny. If any one doubt the possibility of this, let 
liim read no farther, for he knows not the heart of man. 
if he does know it, he needs nothing to convince him, 
that not merely three months, but three days, nay, even 
three hours, may sometimes suffice to produce what 
may ultimately influence his character, and colour his 
fate. 

But though the deep print of his cousin's beauty, 
and still more of her grace, Avas stamped on the imagi- 
nation of De Vere in the very first hour of their ac- 
quaintance, yet his was not a heart to be won for ever, 
l^y the force of beauty alone. 

I know not, indeed, if the utmost dignity of mien 

^ countenance, is calculated to win more, than that 

^^ fiiiring respect, which was always the first sentiment 

^^ ^pired by this heiress of the Mowbrays. Something 

^^T^re winning soft, more amiably mild, is necessary 

^^^f '®^® *o wind its way into the heart of man; and 

^^ ' ^ winning softness, this amiable mildness, De Vere 
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found afterwards in his cousin, to the extent of his 
wishes, with all beside which even his mind could 
covet A very few days, indeed, were necessary to 
show that the imposing air, which at first had so fixed 
him, by no means disclosed the whole varied expres- 
sion of her features, much less developed the real na- 
ture of her character. 

A penetration, far beyond her years, yet mingled 
wiHi the greatest goodness, and a cheerfulness amount- 
ing sometimes even to archness, had at least equal 
elaims on his admiration. Upon a first approach, espe- 
eially if alone, there was that look of sedateness, if not 
^f languor, which always attends the beautiful oval of 
countenance, and forms what appears a pensive brow. 
But the abord over, and conversation begun (if to her 
liking,) the look of seriousness was lost, and tints of 
saeh glowing animation lighted up a mouth of rose and 
ivory mixed, in such beautiful play, that no two faces 
could seem so variable (I had almost said so unlike) as 
that of the individual, but always lovely Constance. Do 
I paint from fancy ? Alas! No! I have seen it! loved 
it! lost it! 

It was hence that in the world, Constance had two 
characters. She was for ever el^ant and beautiful, 
because she could not change her nature; always self- 
possessed, because always full of sense; but the charac- 
ter of her beauty, and, by consequence of her mind, 
was very difierehtly estimated. To persons who, from 
having no character, were indifferent to her, or still 
more if possessing one that excited her dislike, she 
was lofty and distant. But to those she approved, and 
much more if she loved them, how delightfully did she 
display her nature, in a softness mixed with cheerful- 
ness, which few could withstand ! It was this that form- 
ed her peculiar charm, and seemed a perpetual May, 
spreading sunshine, and breathing balm on all around. 
In truth she was a creature formed alike to give lustre 
to a throne, or bless the seclusion of the humblest 
lover. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

She might He by an emperor's side 
And command him tasks. 

Skaksfxaek. 

There was, at Castle Mowbray, a dairy-boose which 
De Vere's mother, in the days of her favour with her 
father, bad been allowed to erect. It was not of mar- 
ble, nor were the dishes porcelain, such as befit a qua- 
lity dairy, in which a little fortune is sunk for ever to 
enable some duchess to play at milkmaids for an hour. 
It reared a pretty, bat moderate front, on the greea 
bank of a warbling brook, that glided through the 
park, tributary to the Trent Ha^es and copse-wood 
fringed its lower border, while some lofty acacias pre- 
vented injury from fhe meridian sun. A plot of velvet 
turf surrounded the house, and this again was bordered 
with flowers, whose sweetness was fed upon by a thou- 
sand bees. There were, a^t least, a sccnre of hives, from 
which this favourite spot wad as often called the ajnaryi 
as the dairy. From the murmuring of the stream, the 
hum of the insects, and the otherwise happy quiet of 
the whole scene, it was k place where Virgil might 
have sung till he forgot himself in sleep. 

The keeping and elegance of the inclosure were lost 
with Lady Eleanor; though the dairy was always 
known in the family, after her departure, as Aer house. 
When Constance came, it was overrun with weeds, yet 
it was a spot— 



* ** Where once the garden smHed, 
And still where many a garden flower grows ynid. 



tf 



It had been known and loved by Constance in her 

childhood, when she visited it with her aunt, and was 

sought out and restored, with all the fondness of an old 

friend, when she returned a woman to Castle Mow- 
bray, 
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The improvements were not quite finished, when 
JDe Vere accompanied the family from the eventful race 
ball, and we may suppose that he was not unobservant 
of the pleasure his cousin felt^ and the taste she dis- 
played in'theii: completion. One small room, a gar- 
den parlour, of which her aunt had been very fond, 
ivas restored entirely to its former neatness, after 
having been the lodge of one of the park-keepers; and 
to this she would often retire, particularly in the heat 
of the day, to store her mind by study, or meditate 
upon scenes that were past, pr prospects tp come. She 
was, in truth, always very happy in this seclusion. 

This, however, did not at all interfere with either 
her admiration or her enjoyment of the fine old seat 
of her ancestors, the castle itself. Without, there was a 
magnificent terrace, almost equal to Windsor or Bel- 
voir, from the vastness and beauty of its view. With- 
in, the proud towers and massive walls which over- 
hung the park, and which every traveller stopped to 
view and longed to visit, were the containing bounda- 
ries of suites of apartments, furnished in all the costli- 
ness of ancient splendour. 

^^ You love all this, tna cotcsiney^* said Mortimer to 
her, one day, when she was admiring the spaciousness 
of the ancient guard-room, now converted into a sa- 
loon, and hung with the gayest colours of Gobeline ta- 
pestry. 

^^I do," said she, '^ and so well, that I would wish 
to fill it better than with so small a party as ours. We 
seem lost in it" 

"But yet you love the dairy-house?" observed 
Mortimer, with something like scrutiny. 

" Oh, dear! yes; love it dearly. My garden-room is 
charmingly finished, and I give you leave now to see 
it whenever, and as soon as you please. In fact, I want 
your opinion. But then I love this too," (and she 
looked round with pleasure.) " Indeed, as its inhabi- 
tant, I should be sorry not to prefer it" 

^ As its present mistress, and destined owner, I should 
be sorry too," said Mortimer. ** In other times you 
would have kept a little court here, and been ^ the Cy- 
nosure of neighbouring eyes.' " 

12* 
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" That would have been delightful," said Constance; 
''and we would have had tournaments, and you 
should have been my knight.'* 

" Gladly," answered De Vere; " but what should we 
then have done with the dairy-house?" 

'' It would have made an excellent hermitage,'' an- 
swered Constance, ''and I would have gone there 
every day to tell my beads, confess, and be' happy.** 

" And return to be happy at the castle?** 

** And why not?" asked Constance. 

" True," said Mortimer, and his countenance some- 
how or another clouded. 

Resuming, after a pause, Constance proceeded, — 

" I don't understand you, Mortimer, this morniog. 
Do you think it wrong to love the honours of a castle, 
even though one may love a dairy too?" 

"Heaven forbid!" replied De Vere, with fervour, 
*' especially in one so formed to grace it.*' 

" Nay, Uiat is not what I meant," said Constance; 
" but I own I should like our tastes to agree." 

" They do," answered Mortimer, " I delight in the 
dairy-house, so do you." 

" Ay! but I delight in the castle too, and so ought 
you." 

" The castle is not mine," replied De Vere. 

" But you would like it if it were." 

" I suppose I should." 

" And give f&tes and balls, and do all that the lord 
of a castle should do? I am persuading papa to do this, 
and hope to succeed." 

"Quite right," said Mortimer, thoughtfully. 

" And you must stay and assist us," said Constance, 
" and contrive a pageant, as in the days of old we were 
talking of: but mind, not with the grave brow." 

^' Pageants are forecourts," replied De Vere, " and I 
am afraid I am " 

" A bad courtier," interrupted Constance. " Papa 
himself says so, and, indeed, I thought you so myse]/; 
and was almost angry that you would not stay in town 
when I came to be presented, though you had never 
seen me before." 

" And did you like the court, Constance ?" 
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'^ Like it is a strong word/' answered his cousin ; 
'* biit I admired it: I thought it elegant and splendid.'' 

^^ And you love elegance and splendor ?" 

** Why yes, in their proper places, such as the Draw* 
ing Room; and especially when I think of the gracious 
and graceful looks of her to whom I went to pay my 
duty." 

*^ She adorns her high station/' bbserved Mortimer, 
'^ as you, my fair cousin, will your's. I only wish 
you may be as happy as you are rich and fair, and as, 
I am sure you deserve to be." 

So saying, he rather abruptly left her, not a little 
surprised, indeed puzzled, to make out many things 
he had said ; and still more the particularity of manner 
with which he had said them. 

Mortimer, however, went straight to the dairy- 
house, and on the strength of the leave that had been 
given, sought out hi^ cousin'a garden«room, in which, 
what struck him most, was the appropriateness of its 
fitting. There was no costliness or aiplendor; and 
though every thing was elegant as well as useful, the 
elegance was of the most unexpensive kind. It seemed 
as if its inhabitant had just left it. Books lay open 
upon the table, and a Spanish guitarre, with its broad 
ribbon rested, as if just laid down on a chair, on which 
a collection of Modinos, Notturnos, and Seguidillas, 
was carelessly thrown by its side. The window, 
which was casemented, and enriched with some old 
painted glass, was open, and let in a delicious song of 
birds : while both the eye and the ear were delighted 
by a reach of the brook, which ran playfully spark- 
ling and foaming beneath* 

De Vere took a chair which had been placed in the 
very properest point of view, but had to remove a 
volume of S6vign6's Letters, before he could sit down. 
It opened at one, which detailed Madame de Mainte- 
non's reflexions on the melancholy grandeur of the 
court The occasion was the marriage of Mademoi- 
selle d'Orleans with the King of Spain, and these pas- 
sages had been marked by the pencil of Constance. 

** Tela sont les noirs chagrins qui voltigent autour 
dutr&ne. Qui pourroit voir> sans €tre 6mu^ les rages 
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des ambitieux^les d^sespoirs des favorites, dansle terns 
que leurs places paroUsent si miraculeuses ; les tristes 
ennuies des dames de Versailles, dont peut-^tre la plus 
envi6e n'est pas la plus exempte ? Concluons que dans 
ee pays pour peu de grandeur qu'on ait, on en a tou- 
jours plus que de bonheur/' 

De Vere was struck deeply with the sentiment, and 
fell into a fit of musing, not merely on the sentiment 
itself, but on what Constance thought of it That she 
had thought of it much, was clear, for she had noted 
the passage, with her own pretty hand, and in the 
same pretty hand appeared on the paper she had used 
as a marker in the book, the following little extract 
from another French writer. 

« N'avez-vous pas souvent aux lieux infr^quent^s. 
Rencontre tout k coup ces aspects euchant^s 
Qui suspendent vos pas, dont I'lmage ch^rie 
Yous jette en une douce et long^e reverie }'* 

"What a charm is there in this,^' exclaimed De 
Vere, as he sallied into the little garden, and let him- 
self down an abrupt short path, to the side of the 
brook, the murmur of which never seemed so sooth- 
ing. 

" I never will part with these lines. — ^And yet what 
have I to do with them?'' added he, safely lodging 
them in his pocket-book. "Notwithstanding these 
sentiments, she loves the court, of which she is so 
formed to be the ornament, while I am not bora to be 
a courtier." 

" And yet why not," continued he, quickening his 
pace, " and what forbids my rising there, as well as 
Eustace ? Even Clayton haunts it, and begins to look 
high ; yet he has no such incentive." 

r^ow in this our friend was not quite so clear-sight- 
ed, as we wish him always to be ; but which, if we 
are true biographers, we shall be forced to show, in 
the progress of this history, in some things he cer- 
tainly was not. 

Is it meant then, that Clayton could raise even his 
eyes, much more his hopes, to such a person as Lady 
Constance? 
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With any thing like expectation, any thing of pSan, 
or intention, certainly not But we have failed in our 
contemplations of human nature, and particularly failed 
in delineating Clayton's character, jf we have not 
shown that the strongest contrasts, nay contradictions^ 
may sometimes be found in the same bosom, and that 
very keen susceptibilities are not always incompatible 
with considerable laxity of principle. That Clayton 
bad an eye for beauty, and could feel even the rupture 
of tenderness through all the avenues to the soul, is 
no more than true ; although beauty, raptuve, and ten- 
demess itself, could all be abandoned in a moment, 
whenever the finger of self-interest beckoned him 
away. While this beckon was not perceived, and 
still more, if self-interest lay in the same road witb 
feeling, of feeling no man bad a prettier stock. In 
short, no man went beyond him in that sort of senti- 
ment which emanates from the imagination^ but has 
nothing to do with the heart 

That a person much less gifted in this way than him* 
self, should not be able to see and converse daily witk 
Constance/ without jsercemi^ some of that indefinap 
ble but sweet sensation which, if not love, is for the 
most part its precursor, cannot be surprising. That it 
should make him humbly attentive, vigilant, and ob- 
serving, and even jealous of the looks and movements 
of the being that absorbed him, is also no more thaa 
natural. But it required all his high soaring ambition, 
in other words, all his assurance, to make it credible 
that he could look at the Lady Constancy, except as the 
lowest, the most creeping, distant, and hopeless of her 
admirers. 

But he had this assurance, nor let us hate him for it 
For where is the slave without hope ? that friend of 
man, which softens, and even almost balances evil; 
which visits the dungeon, and keeps the chain of the 
prisoner from galling too heavily upon him ? Will it 
then deny itself to love? Wasthd thing even impossible? 
Lord Mowbray, it is true, was of the highest birth 
was rich and proud. But; his pride was neither of his 
ancestors, nor his riches; but, strange to say, of that 
official consequence and parliamentary influence which 
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were his darinj;, sole, and absorbing objects. A maa 
of office was, therefore, to him at once a man of merit; 
and a skilful manager of a seat in parliament, equal in 
honour to the most profound statesman. Clayton was 
both, and had become more and more necessary to him^ 
as will be hereafter shown ; moreover, he was advan- 
cing in favour with the ministers, and had obtained at 
the leviCj which he never missed, the regular notice of 
royalty itself. As all this was done by smoothness alone; 
was he to despair of going farther? And if he did, was 
there any connection to which a rising politician might 
not aspire ? If precedents were necessary, they were 
furnished daily by the marriages of commoners of hi^ 
expectations, (though at present only ministers of mi- 
nisters) with the daughters of the first nobility. These 
events always played round the fancy of the Parvenu: 
and let us not blame him for this, for there is such a 
happiness in love, that we can blame no fnan for lov- 
ing, even (could he do so,) without hope: nor, if we 
cannot gather that delicious food on the surface, should 
we be averse to his seeking for it in the centre of the 
earth; or thinking it an easy leap to pluck 4t, like ho- 
nour, from the pale-faced moon. 

Hopeful, or hopeless, Clayton in secret dreamt sweet 
dreams of Lady (Jonstance, as he saw in distance, sweet 
visions of power. Nor did he, like De Vere, balance 
on disparities ; though, unlike De Vere, he veiled, or 
endeavoured to veil, his visions both of power and 
love, under the volto seiolto^ which nature had gvf^ 
them. 

It was this volto sciolto which always impressed his 
friend, though, extraordinary as it may appear, it fe"' 
ed with his mistress. She observed that he never con- 
versed with the eye, — ^whioh generally fell before those 
with whom he talked; that when gayest, he never 
laughed the heart's laugh; and when gravest, he look- 
ed no one in the face. 

How brilliant was the contrast shown by Mortime^'J 
who, whatever the subject, always sought her eye; tha* 
eye which he rejoiced to look into; in whose sunshine 
he loved to bask, and with which his own seemed nerer 
tired of communing. 
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But these were dangerous moments to De Vere, im 
v^hom we must now return. His scrutiny of his cousim 
-went on, and without knowing it, he felt soothed or 
uneasy, as she seemed most to enjoy the bee-garden or 
the castle terrace. Formed alike to be the ornament 
of botby he admired her in the one, but loved her in the 
other. When to the neigh boiA*ing gentry she did the 
honours of the castle^ he was fascinated by the ease 
with which splendour seemed to sit upon her. But in 
the garden, among her flowers, or by the brook side, 
when she talked to him of the quiet and beauty of the 
scene, and added something of the gratitude due to 
heaven for its bounties, the castle and its honours 
seemed forgotten by both, and her words appeared to 
De Vere, to be " set off by some superior power." It 
was the voice of nature herself, speaking in her sweet- 
est and most silvery accents. 

They were indeed silvery accents to the heart of 
De Vere; but he checked himself when he again 
looked at the towering battlements above, and recol- 
lected that she who had so charmed him in this little 
vale, was their high-born, noble, and distinguished 
heiress. 

" It were all one," said De Vere to himsel;^ 

' That I should love a bright particular atar* 
And think to wedit* she is so above me.' 

And yet I am of her blood/' would he add, quickening 
his pace, though he knew not where it would lead 
him; " the honours, perhaps the riches of the world, 
are, it is said, open to me; and why should I suppose 
that path .derogatory to honour, which so many ho- 
nourable men pursue?" 

Thus, strange to say, De Vere became much more 
in love, or rather less out of humour with public life, 
» while in the very depth of a beautiful seclusion; and 
what the court and the senate had failed to effect, was 
almost brought to perfection in rustic retirement 
Constance meantime, though romantic, was not so 
romantic as her cousin. She knew not the aspiring 
thoughts that had begun anew to possess him ; and 
as in common with her family, she wished him to 

V 
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pursue fortune in the world, she feared, when she 
observed his frequent visits to her garden, the still 
powerful influence of his earlier education. 

*^ You are too fond of this little spot, my cousin/' 
said she to him one day, *^ and I shall lock up the 
garden-room and its books, and send you to work with 

fipa and Mr. Clayton. 'You shall read no more of 
asso till you have earned it better than by reading 
Sfaakspeare.'' 

** And how should I earn it, my fair coz?" 

*^ By helping papa on the state of the nation. You 
know he says you are to be a statesman; and my cou- 
sin must succeed, nay, shine, in whatever he undertake, 
or—" 

" Or what, dear Constance?" 

^ He will not be my cousin. — I mean that he will 
not be himself," replied Constance. 
» " Too flattering girl," returned De Vere, "and too 
wild in me to listen. Have you so soon forgot the 
quaint old stanzas which but yesterday so pleased us 
both? 

*I see how plentie surfeits oft. 
And hastie clymbers soonest fall; 
I see that sach as sit aloft. 
Mishap doth threaten most of all. 
The court, ne cart, I like ne loath. 
Extremes are counted worst of all. 
The golden mean betwixt them both, 
Doth surest sit, and fears no fall.' "* 

"No, Mortimer," replied Constance, << I have not 
forgotten those lines any more than what I pointed 
out to you in the library, when you took down that 
old Sir Robert Naunton, and which you promised me 
to remember." 

" The account of Lord Willoughby," said Morti- 
mer. 

"The same; and I told you," added Constance, 
smiling, «that I would make it hauntyou likea ^'J^^j 
BO I have written it out, and meart to have it framed 

" €^<^%^!^'' " ^y "^^'^^^ *o "»« a kingdom is/' •«! ^' 
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;3irad glassed for you, that you may never forget your 
promise/' 

^I can never forget a promise to you, Constance," 
said Mortimer; ^^ but pray l^t me 4see the paper again.'' 

'^ I will read it to you," replied Constance, and so 
saying she took from her porte feaille, the note she 
had made of the character of ^ The Brave Lord Wil- 
loughby.' 

"'Lord Willoughhy was one of the queen's best 
swordsmen; he was a great master of the art military. 
I have heard it spoken that had he not slighted the 
court, but applied himself to the queen, he might have 
enjoyed a plentiful portion of her grace. It was his 
^yingt and it did him no good, that he was none of 
the reptilian intimating that he could not creepe on 
the ^ound.' There," said Constance, playfully; " you 
see it did him no good." 

"And you would have me one of these repiilia?^' 
observed De Vere. 

" I would have you in your place, my cousin," an- 
swered the lady.—" Where your birth and name re- 
quire you, and where your duty to your country, not 
more than to yourself, makes it but right you should 
be." 

" Duty to myselfl" 

"Yes! for when men of no figure pursue it, ought 
a De Vere to shrink from even claiming fortune?" 

'^ My sweet coz, I fear you speak to a man who is 
out of suits with fortune; and as to claims I believe 
those you are so good as to give me, are not quite such 
as would be acknowledged at Whitehall." 

" Not if you resolve to think so," said Constance, 
•'and fall, with Lord Willoughby, into the vulgar 
mistake of calling every body there by the name of 
rg?/«7ia." 

She gave him a lively smile as she said this, and De 
Vere was too much occupied with the beauty of that 
smile to answer; so she went on, but first changed to 
that impressive seriousness^ which always gave autho- 
rity as well as sweetness to her words. 

"When your high-minded father went to court," 
said she, (''as I have beard my dear aunt say he often 
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did, and was always well received,) he was thought 
any thing but belonging to the reptilia.'^ 

De Vere was always touched by every thing that 
related to his father, and foil instantly into the gravest 
reflection. 

"Nay!" cried Constance, ** I did not meain to make 
you melancholy by my sermon ; I only wanted my, 
perhaps too proud, cousin, to assert himsielf, by not 
throwing away what his superiors — I mean/* said she, 
(hesitating, and correcting herself,) " what richer peo- 
ple are very glad to pick up." 

" Dear Constance," said De Vere, "you are very 
good to be so interested about me. I am sure it will 
not be difficult to tempt me to court; nay, the difficulty 
will be to keep me away, if you are there." 

" And you will condescend then to be ambitious ?" 

" Certainly, if the object of it is fair." 

" That's all I would have," said Constance; "and se 
now go and help papa with his papers.^ 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



PLOTTING. 



Thou wast not bound to answer 
. An unknown opposite. Thou art not vanquish'd, 
But cozen'd and beguil'd. 

Shaksfsabe. 

A VOLUME had been spoken in this little conversa- 
tion, which De Vere pondered again and again. Never 
had his mind been so tost He asked himself if ^^ 
loved ? but knew not how to answer; and would have 
asked if he hoped to be loved again ? but knew stiH 
less* His heart, indeed, failed him, and he pursued 
not the inquiry. "At any rate," said he, "I will go 
to court, and get the better of my foolish disgusts.' 
He even longed for the return of the family to town, 

^t he might cultivate the minister, and apply himself 
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to business, as a preliminary to which, he intimated to 
Clayton his wish, that his return to parliament might 
no longer be delayed. 

Mr. Clayton received this intimation not quite as was 
expected. He seemed even a little disconcerted ; while, 
not with his usual fluency, he expressed how cheerfully 
he was ready to resign. " Your uncle, however,'* add- 
ed he, ^^ may have something to say to you about it: 
you will, of course,' consult him." 

" Of course," said De Vere; and he sought for Lord 
Mowbray immediately. 

Mr. Clayton, however, was more successful in find- 
ing him> as, indeed, he well might; for knowing him 
to be shut up in his library^ he had directed De Vere 
to search for him in the park, while he went straight 
to. his patron himself. In truth, things had passed, 
which made this determination of De Vere the reverse 
of convenient, either to Lord Mowbray or his confi- 
dant, for reasons which it may be now necessary to ex- 
plain. 

The interest which, at the beginning of the session, 
De Vere had taken in the debates, had not given his 
uncle, any more, than the Parvenu, exactly the plea- 
sure that might have been expected. Lord Mowbray 
had, in fact, early, and with concern, observed what he 
called the stiffness of chara'cter which his nephew dis- 
played, and which certainly did not decrease as years 
increased. He was always in alarm when he heard 
him talk, particularly to public men^^ of public mea-^ * 
sures. Of these, De Vere had his own opinions, and 
he was at no pain? to conceal theifi. Lord Mowbray, 
too, had never forgotten that memorable prophecy of 
Harclai, uttered some years before, that whatever his 
connection with ministers might be, if he disapproved 
their measures, he would certainly oppose them. It 
had haunted him ever since. With these fears, he saw 
the approach of the time for his nephew's entry into 
parliament with no pleasure, and unburthening himself 
upon it to his confidant, asked his opinion. 

That exemplary young man felt sorely divided, by 
so cruel a question, between, duty to his patron, and 
feeling for his friend. But duty, as it ought, carried it. 
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and he disclosed so many instances of indiscreet opi-» 
nions on the part of De Vere, as perfectly petrified his 
uncle. 

" It will ruin him/* said Lord Mowbray, " nay, hurt 
my own interest as a part of the government. He lives, 
too, you say, as much with the oppositien as the admi- 
nistration?" 

'^ I am bound to own he does," said Clayton. 

" Absurd and detestable," cried Lord Mowbray. 

"Nay," observed Clayton, assuming cheerfulness, 
after a great deal of gloom; "you should allow for his 
warmth, his generous enthusiasm." 

'^ Curse on enthusiasm!" exclaimed Lord Mowbray. 
" What has it to do with politics ?" 

" His principle, however," proceeded Clayton,^ " is 
merely this — Measures, not men." 

^^The most absurd principle that ever came into a 
man's head," answered the earl. " If the minister know 
this he will be ruined past redemption. Tbere is no 
saying how far this may hurt Mortimer, hurt his mother, 
nay, myself, and for the sake of our whole family ia- 
terest, I wish I could even keep him out of parliament, 
at least till he knows better." 

" But for one thing," observed Clayton, " I shouW 
agree with your lordship." 

"What is that?" 

" Obviously that I am the person to profit by it" 

"Silly!" cried Lord Mowbray, "you are aij foolish 
and romantic aa himself." 

Mr. Clayton then again assuming a melancholy aio 
and hesitatmg almost to stammering, asked Lord Mow- 
bray if he was serious in hid wish; and upon being as- 
sured that he was so, after many excuses for having 
locked up a secret of such importance in his own breast, 
he informed his patron, that even if he did not enter- 
tain this wishj he feared it was by no means clear that 
Mr. De Vere could command his election, should he, 
Clayton be called upon to vacate. 

The astonished earl, in unspeakable alarm, demand- 
ed explanation, and with a mixed feeling of horror and 
consolation, heard that a spirit of opposition to the De 
Veres, as patrons of the borough, had long been secretly 
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fostered among the ^oters^ though they would gladly 
attend to the nomination of Lord Mowbray. ** So that 
in fact/' continued the secretary, " it is but changing 
one part of the family for another, though the appear- 
ance it would have, would,.! own, be dreadful; and 
this was one reason why I have been so loath to men- 
tion it to yt)ur lordship/' 

Recovered a little from his terror, Clayton was glad 
to discover more of surprise than anger in his patron, 
on this communication: for we are here bound to own 
the truth, that something like this very change had 
glanced through Lord Mowbray's brain, when he first 
visited bis sister aiid nephew at Talbois, as related in 
a former chapter. 

** And why will they not hear of a De Vere?" asked 
Lord Mowbray. 

** They say that the late General," answered Clay- 
ton, "from being always in opposition, deprived them 
of their fair expectations from government; that the 
present Mr. De Vere had never once been near them, 
leaving it all to me to represent them with your lordship, 
and even if elected, they were not sure that he would 
not tread in his father's steps. In short, they declare — 
but I really feel afraid td Say what they declare, and 
my friendship for Mr. De Vere is hurt to the quick 
at it." 

**My good Clayton," answered Lord Mowbray, 
'*you are bound, even for bis- sake, to disclose it." 

" True," said Clayton. **They declare, then, they 
will not return Mr. De Vere at all ; but would be hap- 
py to preserve me as their representative in parliament, 
aiid their representative with your lordship as to all 
the wants of the borough; and when I firmly protested 
against this as dishonourable to Mr. De Vere, as a 
thins you would never consent to — " 

"Were you right in going quite so far ?" said Lord 
Mowbray. 

•* They declared, if you would not accept them, they 

would throw themselves into the hands of Lord 

Cleveland, who, your lordship knows, has some pro- 

.perty himself in the borough, and has long paid a sort 

of court to Mr. De Vere, whether for his sake per- 

13* 
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sonally^ or to manage the borough for him, I nerer 
could make out" 

'^ This is a serious dilemma," said Lord Mowbray, 
** and greatly alters the case. For you see, if we re^ 
fuse, it will not be to benefit my nephew, and he him- 
self would not be for abandoning the family interest 
But, at all events, even with my nomination, you say 
they refuse Aiwi." 

"Positively!" 

" Yet he is the sole freeholder of the borough, and 
they only hold their burgages from him." 

" That was my hope," answered Clayton, ** and I 
represented it to them. But in truth, my dear lord; 
they are bad, very bad men." 

" Why they surely would not keep their freeholds; 
spite of those who made them.** 

" Too true," answered Clayton. 

" And you have not mentioned tins to 'MortimerV^ 

" Scarcely; when, till now, I have not opened it to 
your lordship's self. But, in truth, if you will forgive 
my zealous plainness, I feared his imprudence ; for I 
have no doubt he would have left them for ever, in a 
fit of disgust, (if not, from his sense of propriety,) ao" 
even have refused to take legal measures to make them 
surrender. Indeed they, would have been fruitless, for 
I am told they are all freeholders in law." ,, 

" They certainly are, and I am reaMy embarrassed, 
ebserved the earl, yet smoothing his front. "We can- 
not be too cautious; we must break the thing by de- 
grees to my nepheW. Could his return be postponea 
till a general election something might yet be done; 
but he expectS) and is earnest, no doubt, to come jn 
immediately." 

« I have a thought," said Clayton, " hut it is a mere 
thought—" 

" My dear Clayton, what is it?" 

** That he is not so bent upon it as he was at fiW 
nay, that office itself a/ home, has not such charm»wr 
him." 

He then explained to the more and more surprised 

Lord Mowbray, that from his often expressed admira- 

lon of Sir William Temple, both as a piblic and pn- 
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vate man, and sdmethin^ very like an opinion that his 
was the model on which he would wish to form him- 
self, he thought De Vere might be easily induced to 
adopt the honourable career of diplomacy, thou^ it 
might eitile him for some time abroad, rather than pur- 
sue the ap-hill, and, to him, difficult path at home. 

A flash of light seemed to come across Lord Mow- 
bray, and he exclaimed, ^' An excellent thought, my 
dear Clayton, an excellent thought!'' And immediate- 
ly the whole management and transfer of the borough, 
through Clayton's assistance, from the De Vere to the 
Mowbray branch of the family, laid a clinching hold 
ef his lordship's imagination. 

From all this, the reader will perhaps be not surprised, 
that De Vere's new determination was not very plea- 
sant to his uncle, any more than to the secretary. 

Lord Mowbray, however, was put to still greater 
inconvenience, when his nephew, in addition to his 
wish respecting the seat, inquired rather eagerly 
whether his uncle had been so kind as to mention him 
to the Premier, and with what results. We may judge 
De Vere's surprise, when he was told, that, except in 
talking of him to the minister as a person likely to sup- 
port him, when he should cotne into parliament, he had 
not opened the subject In excuse be said the matter 
was too delicate to be hurried; that the Premier, though 
enlightened, was distant and haughty, and that even 
his nearest colleagues were sometimes afraid of asking 
things of him. 

It is certain Lord Mowbray was afraid of him at any 
time; for with all his high notions of himself, he knew 
that but for his members, he would not be tolerated for 
a moment He therefore shrank before the inquiry of 
De Vere, in a manner almost to move his pity, and 
certainly to silence him. 

** I wish," said Lord Mowbray, " you would let 
your friend Clayton talk over the whole subject with 
you." 

De Vere assented, and much to his annoyance, this 
fiiithful friend had the agreeable duty cast upon him, 
of fitting the snare he had himself woven for his ucL* 
suspecting victim* 
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In regard to the seat, as it lockiljr wbs during a pro- 
rogation, no electton could then take place; and could 
the diplomatic project be brought to bear, as it probably 
then would not be such an object to De Vere^Mn 
Clayton very wisely resolved not to mention the mu- 
tiny in the borough> but to direct the whole force of 
his genius to turn hisfriend's views to a foreign mission. 

In this, he in part succeeded, and might have done 
80 entirely, but for one obstacle. In the then state of 
his heart, De Vere could not be»r the thought of a se- 
paration from Constance. 

This obstacle was suspected, if not penetrated by the 
Parvenu; who, however it appalled him on one account^ 
was not without consolation for it on another; as in the 
changes and chances of affairs he hoped that. such a se- 
cret might be turned to profit Was old Harclai to 
wrong, then, in calling a spider's web an epitome of 
the world? If all were like the Parvenu, certainly not; 
hut, thank God, that is not so. 

The conference between the two friends ended in 
De Vere's promising at least to think of diplomacy, to 
which he was not really averse ; and as for the elec- 
tion, to the great joy both of the secretary and his pa- 
tron, it was postponed as premature. 

That day at dinner nothing could exceed the good 
humour of the earl, who, after several allusions, when 
the servants had withdrawn, filled a glass to his Excel- 
lency's health. De Vere smiled, and Constance looked 
surprised, and more than surprised, when she heard of 
the embryo plans that had closed the morning. 

<< We had not settled this in the bee garden," said 
Constance to herself, and became thoughtful for the rest 
of the night 

The next day there was a riding party in the park. 
Lord Mowbray, as usual, engrossed his secretary, aD« 
trotted on. De Vere and his cousin, not as usual, loiter- 
ed behind. Yet De Vere sought in vain to draw her 
out. She was still thoughtful and occupied. At length) 
after a pause, " Tell me," she said, " cousin Mortimer, 
if I may ask, how this thing has come about? Was di- 
plomacy your own proposal, or did you adopt it from 

other?»> r r 7 J y 
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"I scarcely know,'* answered 'Mortimer, **it arose 
out of general talk. I believe Clayton mentioned, and 
I listened to it" 

^^ Listened! then it is not so settled a thing?" 

^O, no! I found that it lay more within my uncle's 
eompass; and, to tell the truth, my fair coz, I thought 
it would place me more out of reach of the reptilia^ 
so I encouraged, or rather did not discourage it." 

'^ I hate reptilia as much as you," replied Constance: 
^^ but I do not, as you dp, believe all public persons to 
be reptilia. I can think high people very high cha- 
racters; and—" 

'^ And what?" cried Mortimer, observing her to 
pause. 

'^And low people very low characters. So now 
tell me about the seat, and Mr. Clayton." 

** A strange association," cried De Vere- 

^ Perhaps so ; but tell me, does Mr. Clayton imme^ 
diately vacate?" 

** He cannot," returned De Vere; or at least, I could 
not be elected till the meeting of parliament, which 
is far oflf." 

'' Meantime you may be sent to a foreign court^^ 
said Constance. 

'^ I may, if I pursue the plan, and sacrifice the dairy- 
house to ambition, which, I suppose," (giving a sigh,) 
"I must do." 

Constance was almost disconcerted, but pursuing 
her inquiry, asked whether, though he went abroad, 
he still meant to come into parliament? 

** Every thing is so unsettled," replied he, "that I 
know not my fate; but there seems something in the 
argument, that at least while abroad, it would be al- 
most unfair to the government to deprive them of the 
seat" 

^* And this argument was used by--" 

"Clayton," continued Mortimer, "who certainly 
seems to reason very sensibly about it" 

" I am satisfied, my cousin," said Constance, " let 
us gallop." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



XJNCERTAIS7TIXS. 



Lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves coronfkit. 

Sbaxspbakb. 

Labt Eleakor now joined the party at Castle 
Mowbray, nluch to the pleasure of her son and of 
Constance, who most entirely loved her; and yet for 
several days there was much pensiveness on the part 
of Ct)nstanee, and more than pensiveness on that 
of De y ere. He even seemed almost to avoid his cou- 
sin, and was evidently absorbed in mental abstraction. 
Clayton took advantage of his frequent absence, and 
put all his insinuating powers in requisition, to please 
the daughter of his patron. 

To his mortifioatiop, he did not succeed, nor could 
he understand any more than feel gratified with a look 
and manner which seemed to search him through* In 
particular, he most extremely disliked, and tasked his 
skill in vain to detach her from the only subject oa 
which she seemed willing to converse with him, namely, 
the management of the De Yere interest in the bo- 
rough. About this, she not only displayed a very 
disagreeable curiosity, but a very inconvenient por- 
tion of information, as it related to the fidelity or wa- 
vering of particular voters; and frequently annoyed 
her humble admirer by asking his opinion whether 
somebody was not machinating against his single- 
hearted friend: and whether he< would not and ought 
not to advise him to pass some time on the spot, in 
order to guard against treachery? Clayton assured 
her it was not necessary, but was on thorns to disco- 
ver the sources of her evident information, in which, 
however, he was altogether unsuccessful. 

Lady Eleanor, meantime, was too much occupied 
^n observing her son, to interfere in the borough poll- 
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tics; which, indeed, were not her forte. At first she 
thought De Vere so busy with his new object of di- 
plomacy, as to account for the abstraction which had 
increased upon him. But her penetration, as well as 
her interest about him, were too keen to |p satisfied; 
and when she viewed the beauty of her nietSt, and felt 
the charm of her mind, from her own admiration, and 
the knowledge she had of her -son, she had little doubt 
how it was with him. It caused her the most lively 
uneafiiness. ** A De Vere and a Mowbray conjoined/* 
said she, ^ might pretend to any Mowbray alone,—* 
but Talbois and the castle can never be allied.*' Much, 
however, as she observed her son, she was little de- 
sirous of opening the subject to him. ^ Poor fellow!'* 
said she, *^I see the contest of his mind: but it is a 
mind I wiH not afiront, by presuming to interfere; for 
Mortimer is the soul of honour." She naturally, too, 
observed the demeanor of her niece, and found her 
also busied; but it was chiefly (and she thought it 
strange) with the scrutiny of Clayton. 

As to De Vere, what was chiefly iiemarkable, was, 
that he no longer visited the apiary. For this, the 
season was an excuse, if he had had no other-:-though 
never did sportsman so abuse his opportunies. Reflec- 
tion and soliloquy seemed the game for him, of which 
the other game successfully profited, by generally es- 
caping him. 

"Were she portionless and untitled,** said he to 
himself one day, in the September stubbles, which he 
affected to beat ; " were she even the daiughter of the 
peasant that follows me, and does my bidding, I might 
give way. As it is, I admire you, my fair cousin ; 
but as for love. I am in armour of proof." So saying, 
he looked around him,- and snuffed the air with a mo- 
mentary elevation of defiance, which, considering 
what was going forward, perfectly astonished the 
gamekeeper in attendance. For all the dogs were at 
that moment in the midst of a point, so that the very 
silence gave "dreadful note of preparation.** But 
nothing 6f this was even seen by De Vere, who was 
lost in other thoughts ; and at that instant a. covey of 
birds flew up so close to his foot, and he fired as he 
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tiiought 80 exactly into the midst of them, covering 
at least half a dozen, that he expected to see them 
almost all fall. 

^* Ye fired too low by a yard, and too soon by half 
a minute," cried the gamekeeper. . - 

^< Impostible!" said the amazed De Vere. 

^^ But ye did, though^" continued the gamekeeper, 
(who had taaght him when a boy at Talbois,) ^'and 
I never seed ye shoot so bad/' 

" I cannot shoot to-day,. Robin," said De Vere, ** I 
will go home." 

^ <^ And yet ye promised my young lady a brace of 
plump ones," answered Robin, ^^when she patted 
Juno, and came out to see us off." 

" True, Robin," said De Vere ; " but I have now 
missed three times, — ^this is not a shooting day with 
me." 

^^ It used not to be so at Talbois — God bless the old 
place! — ^when you walked as fast as the dogs, and shot 
as well as me,'' said Robin. ^' But come, faint-heart 
never won." (De Vere rather smiled,) " we'll do bet- 
ter next time." 

" Not to-day," said De Vere, throwing the butt end 
of his piece over his shoulder, and leaving friend Ro- 
bin to follow the sport. ^^ I would much rather hunt 
my own thoughts here," continued he, when alone, 
and plunging into a recess near the castle, called the 
wilderness. " I would much rather — 

* Welcome folded arms and fixed eyes, 
A sigh that, piercing, mortifies, 
A look that's fastened to the ground, 
A tongue chained up without a sound.' " 

But here he was disappointed ; for he had not been 
seated on the bench he sought five minotes, before 
voices and footsteps showed that company was near, 
and this company consisted of his mother. Lady Con- 
stance, and Clayton. 

" So soon returned!" said Lady Eleanor. 

** Rather so late," answered De Vere, " for I shot 
so ill, I wonder I did not give it up sooner," 

" And have you so little perseverance ?" 
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^^ i cannot persevere when I know it is bootless/' 
replied De Vere. 

*^ And yet you do not in general take ' bootless' so 
Easily for granted/' said his mother. 

'* You did not do so at Talbois/' added Constance, 
in a tone of raillery* ^^ But that was when you were 
in the full enjoyment of youth and liberty ; now you 
are old and tired, and have a right to repose. You 
have at least brought me my birds ?" 

** Not even that, my fair cousin. In truth, there 
seemed a spell over me to-day, and what I could not 
accomplish, I. thought it best to fly." 

There seemed to be a meaning in the tone with 
which he said this, and Constance answered : 

" Very philosophical, indeed ; I wish you joy of 
your nonchalance,^ and then fell to playing uncon- 
sciously with her glove. 

*^ Nonchalance P- cried De Vere, with some emotion. 

** Yes, and Mr. Clayton admires you for it ; so if 
you have any to spare, bestow it upon him. He says 
he is uneasy from too much feeling." 

" I am in the clouds," said Mortimer. 

"And I," cried Clayton, breaking silence. 

" Mr. Clayton,'^ said Lady Eleanor, ** has been quite 
enthusiastic just now, in lamenting the inconveniences 
of enthusiasm. He says it often leads him to hope 
impossibilities, and cling to his hope, though sure to 
be disappointed." 

*^ A happy creed," said Mortimer, " and I could 
envy him " 

" Envy him ?" cried Constance, with quickness. 

''My son should envy no one," observed Lady 
Eleanor. 

" Strange if he did," exclaimed Clayton, *' when all 
the world is before him where to choose. Stranger 
still, to envy one like me." 

Here, Mr. Clayton chose to look down and sigh ; 
and Constance looked up, with an air of displeasure, 
not usual with her. 

" Come," said Lady Eleanor, *' you are all too young 
to be philosophers ; and I do not know what has come 
over either you, Mortimer, or your friend, Mr. Clav- 

14 
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ton. You are certainly not such good company as you 
used to be in the country. But politics have spoiled 
you both ; and we shall certainly banish you into the 
world again ; for you seem tired of us^ and all the 
other insipidities of retreat." 

De Vere laughed, and Clayton was about to reply, 
and had planned some very pretty compliments upon 
it, when a servant coming with a summons for him 
from Lord Mowbray, deprived the party of their com- 
pliments, and the complimenter into the bargain. 

"Say what you will, Mortimer,'' said Constance, 
when he was gone, " I do not like your friend : nor do 
I know what it is in him that has so fascinated you 
and my father.'' 

"We think him an honest and grateful feltow," re- 
plied Mortimer, " greatly attached to me, and through 
me to my uncle." 

"Have a care," returned Constance, smiling, **that 
you do not find it is only for your uncle's sake that you 
yourself are liked : or at any rate that he is a little of 
the cat kind, attached to the house rather than the 
master.'' 

Lady Eleanor looked surprised, and would have 
spoken, had not her son interrupted her. 

" I am always afraid of you, Constance," said he, 
"when you are in yoor severities, for I fear my turn 
will come next." 

" You afraid of me, Mortimer ?" 

" Yes, for are you not the most fastidious princess 
upon earth ; and do you not require a perfection in 
your subjects to which no mortal can attain ? It was 
but the other day, that you did not like Lord Cleve- 
land." 

" And do you like Lord Cleveland ?" 

" We are not much alike, I believe," replied Mor- 
timer. 

"Ah ! how unlike, as well as to this Clayton," re- 
joined Lady Constance. 

Mortimer felt pleased ; but, resolving to try his cou- 
sin a little more, he went on. "Do yon know what 
Lord Cleveland has said of you since you were so dis- 
'~*it to him, as I heard you were, in town ?" 
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" It concerns me little," observed Constance, coldly. 

" Nevertheless, you shall hear," replied De Vere, 
** for it was thought witty." 

"And, no doubt, impertinent," rejoined Constance. 

" On the contrary, complimentary ; for he said you 
virere like the bcfiutiful inarble of your own beautiful 
bust, as smooth and as polished, but as hard and as cold." 

Lady Eleanor gave Mortimer a penetrating look at 
this speech, in which there was as much uneasiness as 
inquiry. 

" Lord Cleveland is welcome to his opinion," said 
Lady Constance, with composure, " provided all the 
world do not agree with him." 

^* I fear poor Clayton will, if you abuse him as you 
did just now." 

" I will be obliged to you, Mortimer," returned the 
lady, ^^ not to name Mr. Clayton again with such asso- 
ciates, even in je^t." 

<'Nor Lord Cleveland?" . 

" Neither of them," answered Cbnstaace. " What 
I observe in the first is too little to my taste, and the 
character of the latter too much f o my 6fwtaste, to fed 
myself honoured by their names." 

**You are gi^ve, dear Constance." 

" And you teazing, Mortimer." 

" What shall I talk of to please you ?" 

" Tell me more of the moated house," replied Con- 
stance. 

Lady Eleanor watched this conversation with in- 
terest, for she knew that the moated house wi^ a sub- 
ject always pleasing to her niece, who had listened 
a^ain and again to the account of the swelling of Mor- 
timer's heart under the tyranny of his brother — of his 
efforts to set himself free — his self-education and irregu- 
lar studies — and the pleasure after all. whieh the liber- 
ty of his sylvan life gave him in roaming where he 
pleased, but particularly through the forest of Need- 
wood. 

"I must see more of that forest," said Lady Con- 
stance. 

" I believe I am acquainted with every tree in it," 
replied Mortimer^ ^^and shall be glad to introduce 
you." 
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^^ My father shall build a cottage near to Talbois/^ 
said Constance, ^^ but deeper in the woods ; and could 
I find a Celia, I would be a Rosalind." 

" Would that be necessary/* said Mortimer with 
hesitating curiosity, ^ when Talbots is at hand ? I 
mean when my mother would be so glad to receiye 
you/' 

His mother listened to this, with the deepest atten- 
tion, still not unmixed with anxiety, and she searched 
in the eyes both of Mortimer and Constance for the 
truth of their position together. 

Spite of her uneasiness, however, she could not but 
feel pleased at an embrace by Constance, accompanied 
by an exclamation, ^ Talbois is a dear place, and my 
aunt a dear woman; I must always think it interesting^ 
if only for having had such an Orson chained there. 
But I love it for its own sake, its retirement, and 
quaintness ; I could even sometinies, (but mind, only 
sometimes,) love it better than all these piles of gran- 
deur about us.^* 

'^ You love retirement and quaintnes8«— ^ai« prefer 
the humble Talbois?'' cried Mortimer. 

** Shock not the spirits of the De Vere's," cried Con- 
stance, laughing. *' Shock not departed princes, by 
talking of humility." 

^^ And yet have I not that to make me humble ?" re^ 
plied Mortimer. 
. ^ I know it not," said Constance, with surprise. 

**Nor I," echoed Lady Eleanor, "not even the 
scantiness of your fortune ought to make you humble^ 
when we recollect," (and shne here looked somewhat 
loftily) " by what, and by whom it was occasioned." 

Constance here again took the hand of Her aunt, of 
whose elevation she seemed even to partake, though 
arising from that which had reduced her worldly cir- 
cumstances to absolute mediocrity. 

" Yes, yes, I am humble enough," resumed Morti- 
mer, "though I have also that," added he, in a higher 
tone, " might give one pride;" and he fixed his eyes 
upon Constance with an ardour, and almost a freedom 
he had never used before. 
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^ Afad what is that, cousin Mortimer?'' asked Con- 
stance, almost disconcerted. 

** A mind," answered he, " to distinguish and adore 
merit, and a heart to feel beauty; yet a firmness to 
brave all, if it be right, and duty to the possessor of 
them require it" 

Lady Eleanor let fall some tears, spite of her self- 
aommand; and with all her self-possession, the cheek 
of Constance was rosied over with blushesatthis speech, 
which seemed to frighten Mortimer himself. He felt 
it, and to divert its effects he again rallied his cousin 
upon what he called her a0ected love of moderation, 
and the preference she had asserted, even though only 
sometimes, of such a forest-seat as Talbois, to the pride 
and glories of the commanding castle. 

" And why should I not prefer it ?" asked Con- 
stance, trying to recover herself. 

^^ Simply because you are the acknowledged queen 
of the Opera and Grosvenor-square, and can have no- 
thing to do with Rosalinds and Celias, and the native 
burghers of the forest Beauty, you know, — 

' Is nature's brag, and should be shown 
In couKs, and feasts, and high solemnities. 
Where most may wonder at the workmanship.' 

So thinks Lord Cleveland, and therefore he seeks you, 
my fair cousin." 

"Seeks her!" "Seeks me!" cried Lady Eleanor 
and her niece, both in a breath. 

De Vere then asked them if it was possible, Lord 
Mowbray had not communicated to them Lord Cleve- 
land's answer to a letter, which, by his uncle's desire, 
he, De Vere, had written to him two days before ? 

" You write to Lord Cleveland about me, Mortimer, 
and by my father's desire, and not inform me of it!" 
and she looked much disconcerted. 

"Nay, sweet coz," said De Vere, '*do not punish 
me with such a look. It was but a simple invitation 
to the castle, of which, as its lady, I concluded its Lord 
had apprised you." 

^^But how came the invitation?" asked Constance, 
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''and to sucb a man? Believe me it gives me m 
pleasure." 

" Such a man!" exclaimed De Vere: " Is it thus you 
talk of your own near kinsman, the monarch of fashion, 
and as I have been told by Clayton ^" 

*'Mr. Clayton again!" 

" Yes, Clayton: who declares that during the single 
month of your reign after you were presented last 
spring, no one ever made so many conquests, and na 
conquest so illustrious as that of Lord Cleveland." 

Serious or jesting, Constance seemed far from being 
pleased with this tone of her cousin, and Lady Eleanor 
herself begged him to put an end to it, by saying hovr 
things really were. Mortimer complied, and it seem- 
ed, that Lord Mowbray had really employed his ne- 
phew to send the invitation we have mentioned. 

But I fear much ground must be gone over ere we 
can set this matter before the reader in all the perspi- 
cuity we wish. For Lord Cleveland had encouraged 
a sort of intimacy with De Vere, (or rather he had 
given him an opening to one if he pleased) even from 
the days of his emerging from the confinement, of the 
moated house. His lordship thought he might make 
what he called a pretty fellow, and from his connec- 
tion with him, was, at oiie time, even willing to pro- 
duce him in the world; an advantage of which few bat 
knew the benefit, and which all aspiring young men 
envied, but of which, some how or another, De Vere 
did not profit, as it was said he ought to. have done. 

Loird Cleveland, however, as much the senior in 
age, had sometimes favoured him with instructions 
both in politics and supreme bon ton; of which last, as 
De Vere had said, he was the undisputed sovereign, 
lie had even. now and then written to him with easy 
friendliness. Probably, he might have had other mo- 
tives for this than appeared in the letters themselves. 
But be that as it will, both the friendship and the cor- 
]respondeuce languished, and was only occasionally re- 
vived. 

Lord Cleveland, however, is much too important 
and too decided a personage to be introduced to the 
wsadcr ^t tho end of a chapter; or, indeed, any where 
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l»ut in a chapter of hk own. We therefore elose the 
present one to open in another, perhaps the most ilhnp- 
trious character of our whole biography. 



CHAPTER XX. 

A HAGNIFICO OF THE FIRST CLASSb 

The Duke is marvellous little beholden to your report. 

SaAKiVBAaiii 

Sir, I commend you to jrour own content. 

He that commendB me to my own content, 
Commends me to a thing I cannot get. 

Thb Earl of Cleveland was a cousin, only some onee 
or twiee removed from the Earl of Mowbray, who, 
iBrough his mother, derived a very considerable pro- 
portion of his estates from the Cleveland family. 
Sprung from one of the most powerful and ancient 
lineages of the kingclom, he ranked, if ilot first, yet 
among the very first of the nobility; and to this he 
added a fortune, which indulgent as he was to a very 
magnificent taste, he knew well how to preserve. It 
was observed, indeed, that however great his expenses, 
they were all of a personal nature, instruments of his 
power, or of his pleasures; and that no great public insti- 
tution, or national establishment, and still less that private 
charities, had ever benefited by his vast wealth. He was 
endowed with great and comprehensive talents: had a 
shrewdness and reach of understand] ng which few could 
equal, and which was well turned to account, both on the 
turf and at the card-table, as well as in the closet, not 
merely of the minister, but of the highest personage of 
the realm. This; and a very active propensity to party 
politics, had made him, though not at present in the 
administration, all-powerful with the minister. 

II was eaid, indeed^ thi^ he rode the administratioii 
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(as he certainly did their subalterns) with a hard and 
heavy curb, which he seldom relaxed, till he carried 
whatever object he had before him. Iii doing this, he 
had not unfrequently changed his line of action, and 
was court to-day or country to-morrow, with a most 
fearless contempt of the animadversions to which such 
conduct exposed him. Nor did this proceed from mean* 
ness, so much as from the absolute loftiness of his spi- 
rit, which laughed at the fear of offending any Gae^ 
since to every one he thought himself superior. 

It was whispered that his advances towards De Vere 
were occasioned by his knowledge of the family inte- 
rest that was to return him to parliament; bei-ng very 
intent, and losing no opportunity where he could make 
one, of enlisting young men among his followers. And 
in this, though of a proud and repulsive spirit, neither 
birth, nor figure, nor high sense of integrity, such as 
De Vere's,. were the chief considerations that swayed 
\ him; his object being political influence, no matter 
I through whom. 

Thus ambition might be said to have been his great- 
est passion, had it not held a divided empire with an- 
other, which governed him quite as^trongly^ and, in- 
\^ deed, absorbed more of his time: we mean a devotion 
to the fair. 

It is inconceivable with what eagerness he pursued 
this; into how many.engagements it plunged him; how 
many emissaries it forced him to employ, and what 
expenc68-*but not we should wrong his prudence if 
we did not confess that eager as he was to gratify his 
wishes in this respect, he never suffered them to sur- 
prise him into any thing like what he called a prc^igate 
profusion. 

And yet, to speak of the person of the magnifico,an 
eye observer would look in vain for the graces of An- 
tinous, or the features of Apollo. His features, indeed, 
were, from nature, unexpressive, and his person far 
from attractive; so that when we consider this part of 
his history, and how successful he was in enslaving the 
admiration of the sex, we are^tempted to exclaim with 
one, who was as observing^ nature, as poetical in de- 
<9^ptiofi:«— . 
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** Unseemly man to please feir lady'si eyc-^ 

Yet he of ladies oft Vas loyed fuU^ dear. 
When ^urer faces Were bid stand^*-^ bye, 

Oh! who does know the bentiof woman's phantasy ?'** 

To do Lord Cleveland jus^ce^ however^ we are 
bound to own, that what nature |had refused^ education 
and habit had supplied. The lorauiess of bis raind^ ill 
directed as it was, had communicateoi^ itself to his man- 
ner; ii^dthis, aided by the air of the cWrt in which he 
had b^n bred, had given him an imposing look, and^ 
when he pleaded, a dignity of demeanour which sel* 
dom went unremankc^""* so that, on seeing him, yon 
eould not help admitting nicre^ was the air of a man of 
quality about him. In short, all fashion bowed to him^ 
and had chosen him for her monarch, and we know 
what that will efifect in a woman's heart But he had 
also another property which always makes its way with 
the sex; that of great pei^sonal bravery, when, as had 
been the fact, either the passion we are upon, or the 
disdain with which he often treated others, had ex- 
posed him to be called to the field. My Lord Herbert^ 
(himself a great knight) tells you of a Monsieur de 
Balagny, who was the ugliest man in France. But he 
was also the bravest, and Monsieur de Balagny was ac« 
cordingly the greatest favourite of the ladies. 

Lord Cleveland was, as we have said, magnificent^ 
and he made magnificence subservient to the two great ' 
passions we have commemorated. His entertainments^ 
both at home and abroad, filled the court with the 
praises of his grandeur, and of the elegance of his taste; 
and to obtain a place at his suppers or his concerts was 
an object of struggle, even among the most fashion- 
able. But while gazers (particularly female gazers) 
admired, the close observer came to this conclusion^ 
that in this man of power, of fashion, high breeding, 
and magnificence, all wasself. Never had he been known 
to perform one great action, to give one tear to sym- 
pathy, or one guinea to distress. 

Yet let us not wrong him in this respect. He was 
not entirely hardened, and has at least been known tp 
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deplore his own lotV For he had reached to four-and- 
thirty years withoutv^^lf-approving hour. In truth, 
he felt that his talents were thrown away, his time niur- 
dered, his opportunities lost, without a chance of oh- 
taining that distinction which he really desired, and 
which men may fairljjy plume themselves upon, who 
have deserved weVr W their country. 



**Aiid re 4d their histoiy in a nation's eyes. 
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" Vicko meldoraproboqiteydeteriora segiiory^ mighty 
therefore, he said to be his mq^^. It is certain he had 
that in him w^ch seem&d^^^if he had been originally 
designed for bettdlKhings; and has been known to sigh 
over past hours, and to ^' grieve that he prized them no 
more.'* Yet all his grief \vas vain ; for such is the force 
of habit, that we fruitlessly seek to escape from its ty- 
ranny, and though we feel our bonds, often plunge 
deeper in un worthiness, to obtain a little temporary 
relief. 

Thus satiated, restless, and dissatisfied, like the ha- 
bitual drunkard, he was forced te look to new excite- 
ments for comfort, till excitement itself had lost its 
power; and in these moments it was that he first be- 
held the fresh, the pure, and innocent Constance. 

Strange to say, he could not approach her as he did 
other females; for, practised as he was, there was 
something about her which awed him into respect; 
nor did he find himself disposed to join in that levity 
and sarcasm in r^ard to all that was serious, which 
he had often found so agreeable to ill regulated young 
women. For this he was sneered at by several female 
Clevelands, who had uselessly glittered their hour, 
too, on the stage of life. 

He laughed at himself for it, and as he made no way^ 
soon fell back upon that which was not only more na- 
tural to him, but which had hitherto been more suc- 
cessful in engaging such females as he wished to please. 

But the delicate Constance was shocked with his 
profaneness, instead of being won by his wit What 
is more, she was undazzled by his fashion, and tha 
•almost resistless reputation he enjoyed with her sex. 
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Though at so early an age, so genuine was her own 
sense of propriety, so just her estimation of the reali- 
ties of things, that there was nothing in him which 
she could willingly admire ; while the levity of his 
tone filled her with dis^st 

He once came to her box at the Opera, with his 
usual imposing air, to pay her, as he said, his homages. 
She had seen him the moment before paying the same 
homages in the box «Qf a celebrated dancer, and she 
turnwl from him with coldness. Her father chid her 
for it^ and when she told him the reason, contented 
himself with saying, ." We must take m,en of quality 
as we find them." 

The pure and sensible Constance did not enter 
into this ; and Lord Cleveland, repulsed for the first 
time in his life, complained to one of his female allies^ 
that he had been disconcerted by a chit. 

But this only piqued him .into greater exertions. 
He was invited by Lord Mowbray, nay, as a relation, 
sometimes invited himself to his house, where the ho- 
nours were done by the young Constance, in a manner 
only to attract him the more. He changed his battery 
again, and put on all his dignity, the better to suit 
himself to her's. He lavished all his powers of enter- 
tainment; exerted great natural sense; and told do- 
mestic anecdotes of the highest personage of the king- 
dom, till he dazzled poor Lord Mowbray to the last 
degree of re^eclful admiration. 

With Constance, he was careful to let no levity or 
sarcasm escape, and even descanted on marriage as 
the only real happiness in life. 

Such an advance from such a man was thought irre- 
sistible ; for though no longer a young man, his figure 
and reputation commanded much felicity in his pur- 
suits. He recollected Richelieu, for whom, at his 
years, two ladies had actually fought a duel; and if he 
was in earnest in the hope of obtaining Constance as 
a wife, the disparity of their ages never struck him. 

Let all this be as it will, this favourite of fortune 
was foiled in his design. The winter, that is, the 
London winter, rolled on ; Lady Constance was im- 
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movable, and went out of town, pronouneed by Lord 
Cleveland, and many of her own private acquaintance, 
a cold and heartless creature, a beautiful pageant, ^ a 
breathing rather than a life.'' 

To console himself, the magnifico told his own 
heart that she was nothing but a little prude, and en- 
deavoured to laugh at his own condescension in having 
seriously thought of her. He gave several fine din- 
ners, yawned over the remnants of the Opera; yawned 
again at Vauxhall and Richmond, and in short, gather- 
ed all the flowers that a London summer could afford 
by way of a diversion. But he more than ever sighed 
over the dissipation that had corrupted his youth, and 
rendered his manhood unrespectable ; and sighed still 
more to think he was past cure. Cradled in self-indul- 
gence, which had made him a total stranger to the 
sentiment, still more to the love of virtue, he had no 
resting-place for his mind, which thus in the vigour 
of his life was fast wearing out ; and his sense and re- 
flection seemed only given him to make him more 
alive to his misery. Like Macbeth, in blood he was-* 

" Step't in 80 far, that should he wade no more, 
Betunung were as tedious as go o'er. 

The magnifico, therefore, had nothing left for it but 
to drown reflection as well as he could. His phaeton 
was seen more than ever in Piccadilly, and at White s; 
and while he himself confessed the truth of themaxin^ 
of another courtier, " sedit post equitem cura^'* every- 
body that did not know him, and some who did; 
thought him an enviable man. 

From this blunted state he was scarcely roused by the 
letter from De Vere. To De Vere, as has been stated, be 
had shown some attentions. He found, however, in btf 
rustic novice, as he at first called him, what gave hifli 
he said, a cursed deal of trouble. He had a will of ws 
Qwn, and would give no pledge for his politics, y^ 
was indifferent, too, to cards and dice; had a pecu^'f" 
taste as to female attractions; even talked of femwc 
character, and cared not to associate with dancers ana 
buffoons. The magnifico could not make hinfi out 
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Be Vere had even but lately dar6d to quote to him (for 
he was fond of the old poets^) that philosophical strain 
farraerly so celebrated^ 



** Hy mind to me a kingdom is. 
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The few letters, therefore, which the magnifico had 
lately giyen him, were conlSned to quizzing his tastes, 
and the primitiveness which he said would infallibly 
make him the laughing stock of the world. 

De Vere <;ared little for the prophecy, and the cor- 
respondence, as we have related, languished till it 
died a natural death. The magnifico therefore was 
only the more surprised, and felt almost excited, 
knowing whence it came, to receive a letter and invi- 
tation from him. Xiord Cleveland instantly answered 
it, in a letter which, to show the style of writing of 
this Petronius, as well as the turn of mind which he 
had created for himself, we think it right to subjoin:--— 

** However you may write, or Milton sing, I see no 
delight in leaves or fuming rills. I care nothing foi* 
meadow green, or mountain grey, (indeed I hate to 
climb mountains;) as little for kine, or dairy, or even 
dairy-maids; whatever you may think. All, even the 
last, are but inanimate nature, and I hate every thing 
inanimate. If I must have a green, let it be the green 
of a card table, or at most Richmond-green. In short, 
take me not from London, and London interests. 
Your fauns and dryads show nothing like them, and I 
allow you to live with them on sour apples, or even 
acorns, if you please, but, observe, without me. No ! 
give me the luxury you despise; but allow me to say 
that you are no philosopher, at least no political phi- 
losopher, for so doing. For is not luxury the great 
mean of circulating wealth, and supporting the state? 
You see I have not read Hume, or conversed with 
Oswald for nothing. In short, let me have Bond-street, 
and excitement even in August, and I will leave you 
to groves, Amaryllis, and ennui. 

" You tell me, in the language of the old song, 

* Your miiid to you a kingdom is;' 
VOL. I. 15 






170 BX VSBC. 

and a very pretty kingdom I allow it to be. But there 
are better in the world; and I am, inclined to prefer 
good, sensible, town-loving Ben, who knew, or at 
least enjoyed, life better than your quizzical old bard. 

* I am no such piled cynic to believe. 
That beggary is earthly happiness. 
Or with a number of your patient fools. 
To sing ' My minde to me a kingdom is,* 
When the lank hungrie stomach b>arks for food.'* 

** If this is your kingdom, I wish your spare majesty 
joy of it; I will be content to be a fat subject. 

" There is but one part of the temptations at the cas- 
tle, though you do not actually hold it out, which could 
influence me to come — your and my beautiful cousin. 
If she is there, I kiss her ladyship's haqds with profound 
devotion. She might make even a desert and acorns 
agreeable, provided she beqmte as elegant and a little 
less refined in the country, than_ in town. But I fear 
that the love of sentiment into which she was too fast 
falling, and which made her stay away two nights run- 
ning from the Opera, will have gained head on the 
banks of the Dove, with you for a companion. Isee 
therefore I should have no chance. But if she will 
but hold up a finger for nie, and I interfere not with 
Clayton's hopes, or yours, I will lay myself at her feet 
in four-and-twenty hours. 4_ 

" There ! I think I have answered your letter in all 
its points: so I will only add my humble duty to the 
most potent, grave, and reverend signor,your uncle,and 
subscribe myself, my dearrt/m amatory Mortimer, 

" Urbi$ AmatOT^ ^ 

** CtEVELAND." 

This gaj^ answer to Lord Mowbraj's invitation, 
Be Vere had communicated to his uncle, piH^vious to 
his £^'"S ^^ shoot on the morning we are commemo- 
ratitJg* ^"^ ^^ ^*® ^"''y ^" ^b® last stage of the conver- 
«^atit>n we have recorded, that the ladies of the castle 
Wer^ apprised of it. Lord Mowbray in fact now ap- 
pear^^ with the letter in his hand \ and having only, 

» See, Every Man out of his bumour, A. 1. S, 1- 
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as he said, skimmed it, and the ladies had not seen it, 
condescendingly said, Mortimer should read it to them. 

" And what do you think of it ?" said Mortimer, 
when he had finished. 

" It is, at least, a lively letter," observed Lord Mow- 
bray; " and but for the light manner in which he thinks 
it not unbecoming to mention me, which I do not al- 
together like, I could laugh with his lordship at your 
woods and fields. But to mention a minister with the 
least mockery, is, at least, unseemly, and beneath a 
person of his birth and breeding." 

" But what does my fair cousin think?" asked Mor- 
timer, ^' and what shall I say to him of the finger to 
be held up?" 

** I have little right to think about it," replied Lady 
Constance. **The letter is, to me, full of affected 
sprightliness, which I do not relish, coming from the 
quarter it does. It will not make me like Lord Cleve- 
land better than I did; there are things in it, too, which 
I look upon as impertinent." 

" You surely take it too gravely," observed Morti- . 
mer, '^ and should allow for badinage.^* 

" As much as you please," replied Constance^ "where 
the person, from situation^ has a privilege to rally 
one." 

" Are yoa not too serious," said Mortimer? 

" I hope not, though I know how much it is the very 
summit of fashion to admire this high person for his 
agreeable freedoms. To me, there is a distinction be- 
tween freedom and forwardness, which, if I had not 
marked it in others, his lordship would never fail to 
make me see." 

" My dear cousin," cried Mortimer with some sur- 
prise, " what are your proofs?" 

*^They are such as are more demonstrable to one's 
own feelUigy than another's satisfaction; it is enough 
that he accosts all women, of whatever rank or cha- 
racter, with a confidence of look and manner which is 
downright affroilting. It seems to say, none can resist 
me." 

"If this is so," observed Lord Mowbray, "I must 
6ay, I think Lady Constance quite rigl^t." 
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" My father will decide as he pleases," continued 
Constance, but with great coldness. 

" Why, really," said Lord Mowbray, " a nobleman 
of his quality, alliances and credit, and our own rela- 
tion, too, cannot, after all, be turned away, if he choose 
to make us a visit. Only I wish that he had replied 
to your letter, Mortimer, in a manner a little more 
distinct and respectful. I must say he is wanting to 
his own sense of proper breeding, to answer me in 
this flippant way." 

" I have told you, my dear uncle, it is the way of 
the men of fashion at present." 

" It was not so in mj'^ time," returned Lord Mow- 
bray, *' but I suppose he must come." 

" Well, then," observed Constance, consoling her- 
self, as if she had recollected so6iething pleasant, 
^^ while we have so great a personage to shine upon 
us, it will be a good time for the castle party/' and 
she looked to her father for consent. 

" Nothing can be mtjre opportune," replied Lord 
Mowbray, " for your birth-day approaches, and there 
cannot be a better occasion to celebrate that, as we can 
hold the castle party at the same time." 

To all this, Constance assented with the pleasure of 
her age; and indeed she had for some days looked for- 
ward with interest to this little public fttt^ at which 
she was to preside for the first time, and be presented 
on her coming out to all her country friends. 



CHAPTER XXL 

COUNTY POXICT. 

Have a care of your entertainments. 

Shakspbaki* 

The castle party was an entertainment which Lord 
Mowbray every autumn', when relaxing from the deep 
anxieties of politics, had been in the habit of giving te 



iiis country neighbours. For he was neither avaricious 
nor averse to society, though^ on these occasions, his 
hospitalities were plainly with a view to keep up his 
consequence in the county. Nor is there harm in this, 
as these parties are so estimated and so received. But 
the hospitalities of Lord Mowbray had hitherto this 
peculiar character, that they .were thought constrained 
and dull by almost all who attended them, and who 
thanked and cared for his lordship as little as his lord- 
ship cared for them. . 

This had by no means escaped De Vere; and though 
be was in requisition as a principal actor in ihe /arccy 
(as Harclai always styled it,) it was always with a las- 
situde and lack of enjoyment that made the signal for 
these pleasures, no pleasure to him. 

. This year, he was particularly averse to it, from the 
contrast he could not help drawing between his uncle's 
entertainments ^nd the same sort of /iies at the man- 
sion of a noble person in another county, the Marquess 
of Clanellan. The Marchioness was tlie near relation 
of Constance, and (as has been already said) had had 
the direction of her education for some years previous 
to her being introduced. 

The Marquess was a man, like Lord Mowbray, of 
the highest quality; but, unlike Lord Mowbray, of un- 
affected condescension. Not that high protecting con- 
descension in which the pride that seems to stoop 
takes really a higher flight, and humbles, and even 
abases its objects in the act apparently of raising them; 
but the easy flowing of a kind disposition, glad to re* 
lax from the constraints of artificial life, and for the 
moment to enjoy the equalities of nature. He was un- 
like Lord Mowbray in every thing else; for he had 
abilities of the first class, considerable influence at court, 
and talents for any business; yet, from a philosophical 
turn of mind, he abstained from those employments to 
which he might pretend, and which he had often ac- 
tually been offered. He was of a most equal temper, 
the character of which was cheerful, though reflective. 
He would join in the laugh, whenever laughing was- the 
order of the day; but, for the most part, furnished still 
nore pleasing food for the mind^ in the mote cultivated 
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and serious hour. His invitations were held as honours, 
and accepted with delight by all his neighbours. At 
the same time, in the pleasure they gave, it roust be 
owned he had a puissant ally; for none that ever saw 
the Marchioness for an hour, but wished to see her 
again; and none that had passed a day under her roof, 
but remembered her for ever. She was of a most il- 
lustrious family, and yet her birth was the very least 
of her reconrunendations. Others might be as great, but 
she reigned in the heart, while the trappings of others 
only caught the eye. In truth, she was the personifi- 
cation of benevolence, not unmixed with very lively 
observation, when folly met her eye; but her benevo- 
lence always prevented her observation keen as it was, 
from amounting to satire. The Marchioness would not 
hurt any body : to use a trite phrase, she would not hurt 
a fly. For these, and a thousapd other amiable quali- 
ties, the high-born courted, the humble adored her. 

De Vere had observed this ; and when he saw the 
Marchioness, wondered a little less at the manner and 
qualities and sentiments of Constance- Whenever he 
visited these princely persons (but especially upon such 
public occasions as have been mentioned,) they showed 
him how legitimately, as well as how amiably, the 
great may acquire an ascendancy over those of lesser 
station, without compromising the dignity of the o^, 
or the independence of the other. It was with a sigh, 
therefore, that he contemplated the attempts hitherto 
made at it by his uncle, and made in vain. 

" But to return from this digression : preparations 
were now ordered for one of these /fies at Castle Mow- 
bray ; cards and notes issued to all the neighbourhood, 
and even distant parts of the county ; and Constance, 
with the vivacity and eagerness of her age, anticipated 
both interest and pleasure in the companionship of sB' 
veral persons she was disposed to like, and in the fooo 
for observation which might be derived from all. 

De Vere warned her not to expect too much ,' n^J'? 
even to expect disappointment, from the strange disso- 
nances she would have to harmonize, and the recon- 
cilement of very different habits and degrees, which 
she must attempt at least to accomplish. She only 
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kughed, and called him Monsieur le Phihsopke^ and 
with the confidence of youth which had as yet seen 
nothing but happiness, defied all hi& prophecies. She 
even smiled when he told her a little history he had 
learnt from Harclai, whom he had seen in a ilying 
visit, after the cards had been issued^ and which had 
not added to his own comfort upon the subject It was, 
however, merely a conversation, at which Harclai had 
recently been present, in a family in the neighbour- 
hood, consisting of the widow and children of a Mn 
Greenwood, as it should seem of very different charac* 
ters and principles. 

" It was, I assure you, a high treat to my humour,'* 
said Harclaii as he rode out one morning with De Vere. 

The family, it seems, were deliberating whether they 
should accept the invitation they had just received to 
the Castle party. 

" I think you should go," said Mrs. Gireenwood, 
who was a woman of ambition in her way. " The 
girls never have an opportunity of seeing good, that is, 
high company, from year's end to year's end." 

^* And why should it be good because it is high ? and 
what good will it do them, if they do see it?" said her 
eldest son, Walter. 

^^ It will show them proper models, and polish their 
manners ;" answered the aspiring mamma. 

" As if the models of Castle Mowbray were fit fop 
fls of the Grange," returned Walter, in rather a surly 
tone. " No ! no ! we are too downright for such fine 
titled people, where nothing but my Lord or Sir John, 
will go down." 

." Nay," answered the mother, " though we are not 
titled, we are as old a family as any without titles, in 
the county." 

** And as poor," returned Walter with sourness. 

** Tliat's no reason we should be lowered,'' said Mrs. 
Greenwood. 

** But it is a reason why the girls should not expose 
themselves." 

'^ Expose themselves !" cried the mother, and Miss 
Charlotte, the youngest daughter, bridling up. 

" Yes ;" continued Walter ; ** for they wMl be either 
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left in a eorner, unnoticed, which will make tbem 
miserable ; or they will be quizzed for want of fashiona-* 
ble airs. At best, if they meet with any attention, 
they will be spoiled for ever for their own home.'' 

^' But what, says Lizzy ?" asked Mrs. Greenwood, 
turning to her eldest daughter. 

Miss Lizzy was rather a sentimentalist, and passed 
a very idle life in reading, without being greatly the 
better for it She was even almost a woman of genius, 
and like many other women of genius, being rather a 
slattern, she affected t^ despise dress. In fact, her 
wardrobe all started up before her, on hearing the pro- 
posal, and not having a very good opinion of it, she 
answered with great decision, " I quite agree with Wal- 
ter. I am formed for the shade, and not made to swell 
the train of any Lady Constance, or be triumphed over 
by fine London people." 

^^ And what says William ?" asked the mamma, 
turning to her second son^ who had silently but obsei^ 
vingly, if not sneeringly, listened to the conversa- 
tion. 

"Why, that both Walter and Lizzy are prouder 
than Lord Mowbray and Lady Constance themselves," 
said William. " Charlotte, I trust, has mom sense." 

'^I confess, I am not afraid of the great," said Char- 
lotte ; ^ and as to what you say of Lady Constance, I 
am told she has no pride in her ; and I am sure her 
note is very pretty : for my part I should like to go." 

'^To be made to feel your insignificance," said tlie 
elder brother." 

" Dear Walter, you frighten one," cried Charlotte. 
'*Do, William, say what you think." 

William was a man of annbition too; and, as it should 
seem, a philosophical one, but of the school of Aristip- 
pus, though he had never heard of him. His philoso- 
phy was, practically at least, useful to himself. 

" My opinion is, that we should go," answered Wil- 
liam. 

"To what, and to whom?" returned Walter. "Te 
a man who does not know you ; and thinks he stoops 
in inviting you ; and only invites you for the sake of 
«^ttiDg your interest in county business ?'' 
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" And I go for the sake of getting his entertain- 
ments,^' said William. 

'' He will no| know you out of his own house/' said 
Walter. 

** But he knows me in it, and a merry house it is/' 
returned William. " And there is Foxleigh, and Pair- 
burn, and a heap of pl4 cronies to talk with at the bot- 
tom of the table, so what csu^e I for what is going on 
at the top." 

** But, my Lord," observed Walter. 

" Oh ! if I went to see a friend," interrupted Wil- 
liam, ** I allow it would be different But I go as I 
would to a play, to see things and people I have little 
opportunity of seeing elsewhere. I go, too, to eat tur- 
tle and venison, which I never get any where. I gene- 
rally also come away with leave for a day or two's 
shootinfe and thus I make as much use of my lord, as 
my lord makes of me." 

^^If you called upon him in town, his door would be 
shut against you," said Walter. 

" Therefore, I never do call upon him in town," an- 
swered William. 

^* Do as you will," said Walter, gloomily; and 
whistling his spaniel, he walked to the neighbouring 
market town, where, in his shooting coat and gaiters^ 
he dined with two or three gentlemen who farmed, 
like himself, small estates of their own: and who, toge- 
ther with a topping brewer, an attorney, and a thriving 
tradesman or two, formed a club, of which be was fre- 
quently happy to be chairman. 

Here he mrgot Lord Mowbray and his castle, and 
defied his invitations, in the respect which was paid 
him by the club, and particularly by the landlord and 
waiters, to whom all he said was law. 

** There go pride and poverty with a vengeance,'* 
said William, as he lost sight of his brother. *^ For 
my part, I am resolved to take the world as it goes; I 
hope Charlotte will do so too, and if Lady Constance 
looks cold upon her, she may look cold upon Lady 
Constance, that's all." 

** I love your spirit,'* said his mother, " it is like my 
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own." With this, it was settled that as mamma was 
very infirm, she should stay at home with her two 
poor-spirited children, as she called them, and send the 
more adventurous couple to seek their fortunes at the 
castle. 

« I hope," said Harclai, as he finished, ** they will 
go back well mortified." 

" From your account that will not be easy," replied 
De Vere, " unless Mr. Williahi miss his day or two^s 
shooting, or the turde and venison fail at the bottom of 
the table, which I confess I should not be sorry for." 

**0h! he is a very jewel in his way," said Harclai, 
"and jost the sort of man to give your uncle (saving 
your present) a lesson." 

De Vere looked grave, for he felt there was too much 
truth in the observation, and that the ambition both of 
Lord Mowbray, and this selfish rustic, might be check-' 
ad with advantage to both. 

"But this Walter, and his elder sister," cried De 
Vere, recovering, "they seem of more respectable 
day." 

" I know not," said Harclai; " their selfishness seentf 
more proudly directed, and yet they are perhaps quite 
as selfish. The one couple are prepared to pay for in- 
dulgences they cannot get at home, by sacrifices which 
delicate minds would not undergo abroad. The others 
refuse the price, not from delicacy or proper indepen- 
dence, but from a surly consequence of their own, whiw 
is not content with its proper place, and is out of hu- 
mour, because it cannot get a better." 

" I believe you may be /ight," replied De Vere; 
"yet, do you know, from your account of Walter, * 
had conceived a wish to call upon him in my uncle s 
name." 

" You may easily try the experiment," said Harem 
" for there stands the Grange, looking as rough an« 
morose as its master." 

De Vere looked with some interest at the mansion, 
and beheld a mixture of farm and gentleman's house, 
in which a would-be lawn, very much in want of the 
•^ythe, and w^lks once gravelled^ very much i^ ^^^ 



of the hoe, to say nothing of shrubs, once fiawering, but 
grown naked for want of attendance^ denoted a com- 
fortlessness, any thing but inviting. 

However^.Harclai promising to wait for him, De 
Vere pushed through a gate which turned with diffi- 
culty on ^ broken hinge, and knocked smartly at the 
door of the house. 

The windows of the dining Toom, which were in 
full view, were instantly crowded with Greenwoods, 
who as instantly retired upon seeing the De Vere li- 
very. A long pause ensued, considering the family 
eould scarcely be denied, after having thus shown 
themselves, when, instead of the door being opened, 
De Vere plainly perceived the master of the house 
walking out of a side entrance, and making briskly for 
Jthe kitchen garden; after which a servant appeared 
^ith an assurance whjich, (for the sake of country vir- 
tue be it said,) $eemed to stick in his throat, that none 
of the family were at home. 

De Vere left his card for Mr. Greenwood, and join- 
ing Harclai about a furlong off, told him again he be- 
lieved he was right. 

"This Walter,'' said he, "must bean unamiable 
ehurl; and the spirit for which I was disposed to ho- 
nour him, is not genuine^ any more than the comply- 
ing disposition of his brother is amiable." 

The visit was not returned, nor even noticed; and 
De Vere was right in his reflection, for it is inconceiv- 
able into what silly mistakes poor human nature is be- 
trayed by the adulteration of motives. A selfish dis- 
content exhibits itself often in sullen rudeness, which 
it plumes itself in thinking true dignity of mind; 
while vanity, or a corruptiove of pleasure that is be- 
yond our reach, plunges us frequently into meannesses 
which an honest man would despise. 

" You see, my cousin,'* said Mortimer to Constance, 
as he related this scene, " ambition is the same whe- 
ther in court or country, and whenever it seduces, it 
betrays. 

" And you see, too," replied Constance, " that it is 
not the country, nor middle life, that is exempt from 
it" * 
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*^ That ia too tFoe/* obaerved De Verej " for ia otlicr 
times and stations, if this William could have been a 
Vicar of Bray, Walter would have been a Cromwdl" 



CHAPTER XXIL 

imOBTHUSrVEKESS. 
Shidl we have a play extempore? 
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*^ I AM afraid I shall not give satisfaction to these peo- 
ple," said Constance, after a little sort of reverie, 
which challenged De Vere's observation; "nor am I 
sure that what I have set my heart upon will please 
any one," 

"And what can that be?" cried Mortimer, surprised 
at her eagerness. 

" I am not even sure that you will help me in it, 
added the lady; " though if you don't, there is an end 
of my dream." 

" You rouse my interest more and more, my fair 
cousin," said De Vere. 

" What will you say, then, if I turn manager of a 
theatre, and have a little play?" 

She said this doubtingly, and as if not quite certam 
that she approved it herself, still less if he whose opi- 
nion she asked, would decide in its favour. But her 
doubt and her eagerness threw such a beautiful colour 
into her cheek, and the colour lighted her eyes into 
such expression, that if De Vere had been a puritan, 
instead of only an admirer of female delicacy, we be- 
lieve he would have been ready to subscribe, for the 
moment, to whatever she pleased. Recollecting W^' 
self, however, he asked, **and does my fair cousifl 
mean herself to be the heroine of her own theatre?" 

"What if Ido?^^ returned she, with archness; and 
l^r countenance became still more and more expressive. 
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^ I should say the audience was too large and too 
mixed/' replied De Vere. 

" You would say very right, my cousin/' observed 
Constance, altering her tone; *'nor did such a thing 
ever enter my mind.'' 

" I rejoice," replied Mortimer. 
. "Why so?" 

" Because^ though nothing can more delightfully ex- 
hilarate a family circle, nothing so charm a fond pa- 
rent, or an admiring brother, as these little domestic 
exhibitions of talent, yet for a female, whose chief at- 
traction is^ perhaps, in her unobtrusiveness," — here he 
paused. 

" Go on," said Constance, observing his hesitation. 

" Fpr a delicate unpractised female," continued he, 
"as modest and as soft as her youtii, to compromise 
that softness and that modesty which are her principal 
charms, by an unshrinking display of her character 
and person to all the world.'^ 

" Go on again," said Constance, seeing him still 
pause, " what theil ?" 

" Why, then, my dear cousin, all the world know 
^ her as well as the select few, and the selection is no 
' longer favour." 

<< Is it then because it enhances favour," said Con- 
stance, " that a woman's chief charm is her unobtru- 
siveness ?" 

•' Oh, believe me, no/' replied Mortimer, " it is only 
an advantage, and that an adventitious one. The ^ not 
obvious, not obtrusive, but retired,' so sweetly sung by 
the poet, w^ho perhaps best sang the sex, depends upon 
a far different principle. It is intrinsically, and for its 
own sake, a jewel, but so pure and delicate, that it ne- 
ver was made for the breath of the multitude. Such 
breathing would soil, nay, destroy it, so delicate is its 
polish, so fine its composition." 

" You would make me afraid of this public exhibi- 
tion, evenif I were inclined to it," observed Constance. 

" But you are not, I am sure, inclined to it, dear 
Constance/' continued Mortimer; " for this delicacy,de- 
licious to those who have a sanctioned right to witness 
it, and which only shows itself brighter by being pro- 
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perly and disci*eetly displayed, is the true sensitive plant, 
that shrinks into itself when profaned by promiscu- 
ous touch. It hides itself from ' days garish eye/ and 
is delicacy no longer the moment it can endure the pub- 
lic gaze, much more if it court it«" 

This is charming, thought Constance, and I will not 
interrupt him; while De Vere, from the very serious- 
ness of her attention, "thinking he might be going too 
far, interrupted himself. 

There was, indeed, a good deal of hesitation on both 
Sides, during this conversation, which was pursued by 
Mortimer, with that sort of anxiety which attends 
the assertion of a strong and sincere opinion, when one 
is not sure, either that it will be. welcome, or that one 
is not taking a liberty in making it 

The vivacity and youth of Constance, to say nothing 
of general example, made it seem the most natural 
thing in the world that she should see no impro- 
priety in the display of such attractive accomplisb- 
ments. For there is nothing, perhaps, so gladdening to 
life, as its mimic representations, even in farce. Bui 
when the real passages of the world are jembodied in 
what is called elegant comedy; when the manners are 
caught living as they rise, and the scene is made the 
vehicle by which the passions and interests of our na- 
tures are brought home to our hearts, what wonder 
either if we love those who so charm us, or if they, 
knowing that they do so, should take a pride in the 
display of such an intoxicating talent! 

All this De Vere knew, and he was yet \o learn it 
Constance, with such liveliness of fancy, and such pow- 
ers of expression, might not be blinded by what, on 
the other hand, might require a refinement of tnow 
reasoning to enforce its condemnation. 

Judge then his joy, in hearing her real sentiments; 
as the conversation proceeded. 

" You have said a great many delightful things, cou- 
sin Mortimer," observed Constance, "and yet with as 
much hesitation as if they .were disagreeable." 

"They would not be agreeable to every one," ^' 
plied De Vere, "and I might be condemned as a prude, 

id a proser by at least half the young ladies who 
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possess my cousin's talents or vivacity, if any there are 
who do possess them.'* 

*'That is very adroitly thrown in/' observed Con- 
stance^ "to make your little lecture upon my supposed 
bias, more palatable. But I must realiy deprive you 
of the aid of your pretty compliment." 

"Why?" 

" Only because there is no occasion for it; for not 
one word have you said but has expressed all I feel 
myself upon the subject of female acting in public." 

** Indeed !" cried Mortimer, while his eyes glanced 
upon her's with that delicious pleasure, which attends 
the meeting of kindred sentiment Pleasure at all 
times, and between persons of the same sex; but be- 
tween those of different sexes, and in the glow and sen- 
sibility of youth, pleasure so enhanced by a thousand 
indescribable feelings, as baffle all attempt to paint them, 
even in the moment when we most acknowledge their 
power. No! in the whole range and scheme of happi- 
ness so bountifully designed for us by the Giver of all 
good, there is perhaps no one source which can supply 
so delightful a feast, as the discovery of congeniality 
upon a point of delicacy, between two young persons 
worthy of one another. 

This feast did De Vere now enjoy, and of this foun- 
tain did he now drink, so deeply and with such a zest, 
that heibr a "while forgot- the source which led to it. 
Constance, however,, reverted to it, by acquainting him^ 
with her plan. 

" Though I quite agree with you," said she, " in all 
these right notions; and though ev6n in the closest fa- 
mily circle I should have no wish, because no talent, 
for representing a character myself, — yet I think the 
plan, as I have modelled it, will compromise nothing 
of the retired ness which ought to be so sacred. There 
is at least a difference between the playful mimicry of 
children, almost in the way of a school exercise, and 
the display and effort of a grown up woman." 

De Vere assented, but asked her meaning. 

She then informed him that she had always remem- 
bered with pleasure, a little exhibition of the kind she 
wished, by the children $n pension in a convent ia 
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France: that Lady Clanellan had encouraged and been 
delighted with it, though only a little mytbologieal fa- 
ble, and that she wished something of the kind could 
be got up now. ^^ I know several clever and pretty 
children in the neighbourhood/' said Constance, '^and 
I have a plan for the prettiest theatre in the world: all 
eouleur de rose, I assure you,'* 

^' Dear Constance/' said De Vereyadmiringherea^r- 
ness, " how I wish every hour of your life may be as 
much couleur de rose aa the present seems to be; 
but,—" 

"I will have no huts/' replied the lady, " I want 
your help." 

'^ And what can I do for you^ ma coosine ?" asked 
Mortimer* ^ 

" 0! a great deal, — ^for while, I am manag^er of my 
theatre, you must be the poet." 

" I never wrote a verse in my life," replied De Vere, 
liespairingly, yet half laughing at the proposal. 

^^ Then it is time my grave consin, you should b^in. 
However, I don't much care about verse: I only want 
a little allegory or fable, and you shall torn it in prose> 
if you will; only we have no time to lose, for we have 
but a week for scenes, actors, reh^rsals, and all.^^ 

De Vere, delighted to oblige her, said he would task 
his imagination; and then recollecting the masqnes oi 
older times, when {Nrinees and peeresses did not refuse 
themselves to these classical eotertainments, be said^ 
that though he could not be a poet, he would endeavour 
to be a compiler, and compose something for such lit- 
tle mimics as she might procure among her friends m 
the neighbouriiood. " Upon one condition, however, 
said he, as if suddenly struck with somethings "that 
while you order your theatre, you leave the story en- 
tirely to me, and that you do not even know it, till yuw 
see it represented." 

Constance thought this hard, but was too much inte- 
rested in her plan, not to comply; and De Vere, teHiog 
her he would want about three or four little speakers, and 
half-a-dozen mutes, they separated, mutually pleased, 
lo prepare for their respective tasks. 

^^s for the fine resolution which De Vere had almo&t 
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come to, of separating himself from his cousio^s too 
dangerous society, as that could not well be till her 
birth-day y?/c. was over, it was without much scruple — 
po6tppned. 



CHAPTER xxni: 

AN ARRIVAL. 

Ask yonder knig-ht in aras. 
Both who he iSf tnd why he cometh hidier. 

Shakspxass. 

All further moralizing betweep the cousins was put 
an end to by the rapid and loud approach of a travel- 
ling carriage and four, attended by three outriders; for 
in those days, whep the economy of rumble-tumbles 
was unknown, the equipage of a great noble bore not 
that close resemblance to a stage-coach, which it does 
at present. The clattering, therefore, of horsemen, as 
well as the thunder of wheels, shook the pavement of 
the court in which the great entrance-gate of the castle 
was situated. From a latticed bartizan above, the ar- 
rival was witnessed by Mortimer and Constance, who 
immediately recognized in the splendid blazonry on 
the pannels, the travelling carriage of the imposing 
£arl of Cleveland. 

It was curiously constructed in the fashion of the 
time, with a partition lined with crimson velvet, which 
divided it iqto two parts; the want of comfortable 
room being, as it was thought, made up by the avoid- 
ance of the greater discomfort of your valet close to 
your side. Hence, before Lord Cleveland descended 
from one door, his own gentleman. Monsieur Dumont, 
had got out at the other, to be ready to present his arm 
to his lord. 

Lord Cleveland was magnificently arrayed (the 
weather having now been cold for some days,) in a 
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rich travelling roupe of purple silk, with Branden- 
bergs highly braided, and he descended ivith an air of 
indifference among the crowd of servants who filled 
the great door-.way, yawning violently as he carelessly 
threw off his wrapper into the hands of Dumont 

Lord Mowbray having sent Clayton forward to con- 
duct his visitor in, waited for him himself at the head 
of the grand staircase, and led him throu]gh a long and 
ancient corridor, set thick with arms and armour on 
both sides, to what was now the drawing-rooixi, hut 
which still sometimes retained its ancient deaignation 
ef the guard*room. 

" Here is the cloth of state,'' said Lord Cleveland, 
looking at the upper end, where was a sort of canopy 
formed by some antique banners; ^ but where is the 
queen?'' 

" If you mean Lady Constance," said L|Ord Mow- 
bray, " sfie cannot be far off." 

" I should have sent on my esquire," observed Lord 
Cleveland, " or blown my bugle under the castle walls; 
yet I saw no warder to answer." 

** Those times are over, happily for us/' replied 
Lord Mowbray. 

" That you, a Mowbray, should say * happily?' '' 

** Why yes; for I would rather have my head safe 
©n my shoulders, than at the mercy of another. No.' 
no! my good lord, depend upon it, ministerial influ- 
ence is better than baronial power. But pray tell rae^ 
how is the minister? still gouty? still complaining?" 

" Absolutely bedridden," replied Lord Cleveland, 
*^ and what is worse, there is no approaching him. Nay? 
it is said, but I have not ascertained it," then lowering 
his voice in Lord Mowbray's ear, as Clayton wbs 
present — added, " refused a visit from the king.'^ 

" Astonishing?" exclaimed Lord Mowbray; <* Ifear 
Jie breaks much, both in body and mind.'* 

" It is thought he will not last till parliament meet, 
observed Cleveland, ** and then, who will in your opi- 
nion succeed?" 

"Ah! my good lord," replied Lord Mowbrayt 
flowing low, and smiling at the same time, " you aro 



more likely to be in that secret than I. Possibly you 
may have even been consuUed." 

The Earl did not look displeased , but said nothing 
on the subject in words. What he did say was about 
Statira and Sysigambis, who seemed to start from 
the tapestry in a flood of beautiful colouring. This 
diversion of the conversation did not escape Lord 
Mowbray, who interchanged looks of meaning with 
his secretary. Then after a short pause he proceeded^ 
*^ Whatever the event, I am sure his majesty cannot 
be in better hands; but I fear you are too idle, that is^ 
too fond of the pleasures of your age.*' 

The Earl bowed again, and again not displeased, but 
still looking at the tapestry. 

" That figure of Haephestion,*' sard he, ^ seems very 
Sne.^' 

Lord Mowbray and his secretary once more looked 
at one another, till the former proceeded, " Yes! you 
are too idle, that is, too much above business, which 
should be left for such old people as I " 

** And friend Clayton there,*' added Cleveland, with, 
something between a jest and a sneer. 

" Mr. Clayton," said Lord Mowbray, " will you be so 
kind as to inquire after Lady Constance, and letherbe 
informed of Lord Cleveland's arrival — I dare say she 
is with her aunt" 

** Or her cousin," interposed Cleveland, with a con- 
tinuation of the sneer. 

**They sometimes ride together," returned the mat- 
ter-of-fact Lord Mowbray; then reverting to the for- 
mer subject, in a lower tone, he continued, "you see 
I press no secrets, I only beg leave to say, should it be 
necessary, you may depend upon me." 

"My very good lord," returned Cleveland, bowing 
again, and brightening up; and then he let fall some- 
thing about pleasing connection, so ambiguously tick- 
ling, yet, upon the whole, so agreeable, that Lord 
Mowbray, whether he thought of politics or love, was 
never better pleased with a visit in his life. 

** We may talk farther of this," observed Cleveland. 

" We certainly may," returned the noble politician; 
^ and now I think of it, nothing can be better timed> 
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than thcentertainments we are about to ^ve, and which 
commence to-morraw. Your visit would otherwiw 
bare been proclaimed at Whitehall and St. James's, but 
all will DOW be safe." 

" Always the same prudence and foresight," said 
Cleveland; "but hang politics, here's metal aiore at- 
tractive." 

" My daughter is much obliged to you," aaid Lord 
Mowbray, as Lady Constance entered with her auD^ 
and did the honours of the castle, in a manner which 
the £art, though struck more than ever with her beau- 
tiful dignity, could have wished not quits bo dl^fied 
•8 it was. 

To both Lady Constance, and Lady JSleaoor, how- 
ever, he assumed his best style, which l4ady Eleaao- 
afterwards pronounced, and Constance admitted, wu 
perfectly that of t'homme de nmsaarwe, and which at 
least had the effect for the moment of reducing Clay- 
ton to insignificance. 

To Lady Eleanor, indeed, he said a thousand obli^og 
things of her son, and, upon his entrance, treated him 
with so much respect, and so perfectly enigal, that one 
lady was much won, and the other much softened, by 
a demeanour which seemed so proper in the eyes of 
both. Clayton, however, was here so little pleased, and 
indeed so out of his element, that he retired, as he s«iil, 
to write letters, not without secretly wi^ng Lord 
Cleveland at the devil. 

Lord Cleveland was a man of taste, and descanted 
skilfully, and (as it would have been thought even bf 
Constance, had he not been Lord Cleveland,) pleasing- 
ly, upon the grandeur of the situation of the castle, and 
Uie proud interests created by all tliat it exhibited. 

" It is worthy the ancient nobles of the kingdom," 
said lie, " and puts to shame the upstart palaces (even 
though they are palaces) of modern riches. My fi"^ 
mansion in the north, (though I flatter myself it is od a 
pure trrecian model,) cannot compare to this. Eustace 
was ri^ht in all he said of it." 

" Do you know any thing of Lord Eustace ?" asbed 
"\ Mowbray; he wrote to Morlimer that he should ■ 
with you." 
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^' He had not the same motives to set off so soon," 
said Cleveland, looking both at Lord Mowbray and his 
daaghter, '^and I was too powerfully interested to 
Tvait'^ 

Here again was an agreeable ambiguity to Lord 
Mowbray, whether intended for politics or love. '^ It 
is very true," observed his lordship^ significantly/^ he 
might be in the way for the fi^rst twenty-four hours." 

Lord Cleveland, however, had cared little for his 
presence, but offered to wait for him as long as he 
pleased, in the hope (if it must be known) to have a 
joint paymaster of his horses, for so large a propor- 
tion of his northern journey ; and this was only given up, 
because Eustace was uncertain whether he could come 
atall. 

The rattling of another carriage, however, announced 
another arrival, and to the surprise of all assembled, 
the doubt about his visit was put an end to, by the 
appearance of Eustaee himself. 

'^ You are an extravagant, as well as a churlish fel- 
low," cried Lord Cleveland, *^ to travel alone, when 
you might have saved your horses by coming with 
me." 

'^ The minister was so ill," said Eustace, in a hur- 
ried voice, '^ that no one could say whether he could 
leave town or not ; and I did not resolve to do so, till 
you had been gone an hour. He was reckoned a little 
better yesterday, and the king had sent twioe to in- 
quire after him." ^ 

This called up all Lord Mowbray's interests. " I 
fear," said he,' ^' we are likely to lose him," and he 
shook his head very fervidly. ^^ If the gout gets into 
his stomach, he is a gone man. And what the country 
is to do—" 

**0h! the country will do very well," returned 
Eustace, with animation ; ^^ only that the world are 
astonished, I can tell you. Lord Cleveland, at your 
running away to the north just as people of all ranks 
are flocking to the palace." 

" I am not in the north," replied Cleveland, ^ nor 
likely to go there while there is so delightful a place 
midway to stop me." 
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" To be sure,'* cried Eustace, ** yoa can get to town 
much sooner from hence, if wanted." 

" You zre politique si enragij^ observed Clereland, 
^^ that you can give one no credit for other and better 
motives. For my part, should the minister die to- 
morrow, I should feel too hap{>y with my kind hosts 
here to move." 

" I fancy," returned Eustace, laughing, " you would 
then reckon without your host. . Indeed, my father 
rather wondered at Lord Mowbray's being out o{ town 
at such a time." 

Lord Mowbray looked alarmed, and, indeed, {torn 
the first arrival of Eustace was by no m^ans at his 
ease. _ . 

" If this unlucky party," said he, ^* could be put off, 
and I thought I should be really wanted " 

*' Every body is wanted," cried Eustace, with quick- 
Bess, ^^ and thou^ a mere subaltern, my father would 
hardly let me come ; nor would he at ^1], I beliere, 
had he not had a packet for me to give to Lord Cleve- 
land," 

The earl rather knit his brow as he took the packet, 
and without opening it, put it in his pocket It is 
certain Lord Mowbray would at that moment have 
given one whole year's office salary to have known 
the contents of that packet 

" I think, my dear," said Lady Eleanor to Con- 
stance, ** we are in the way among these great states- 
men, and they will thank us to leave them by them* 
selves." 

Neither her father nor Lord Eustace opposed this. 
Indeed, that young nobleman flew to the door to open 
it for them, as they sought to retire ; when CleveJan^t 
interposing with an authoritative air over Eustace, 
protested that it was very hard that he should have 
•ome above a hundred miles to poison them withj)0« 
litics, and deprive them of social pleasure, which, 
particularly in the country, ought to be held sacred* 

Lady Eleanor declared herself of the same opinion; 

an*! Cleveland, spite of all Lord Mowbray's represen- 

protesting that he would not read his packet 

Lady Eleanor proposed showing the &sA^ 
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to their distinguisbed guest; in which Lord Mowbray 
could not h^lp joining; and De Vere observing Eu- 
stace absorbed with any thing but house-seeing, fairly 
carried him off, saying he would show him the park, 

*^With ail submission to your cousin's charms," 
said Eustace, as soon as they were alone, ^^ I am as- 
tonished at the noble earl we have just left. My fa- 
ther's packet is not a thing to be slighted; and should 
he lose an advantage by his delay, I am mistaken if 
he will not most cruelly me it" 

" Who, then," observed De Vere, " shall say that 
ambition is his ruling passion, however it may be 
yours ?" 

^^ And is it not yours?" asked Eustace. 

"Mine! 0! ay! yes! I believe it is, — or rather it 
was, when I was in its hot-bed in London. Here we 
have been all in a calm for these two months." 

^^So I have heard, and I was ^tonished," returned 
Eustace, ^^ particularly when I think, as I do every 
moment, how very few years Mr. Wentworth, who 
has so long been distinguished, has the start of us. I 
cannot sleep for it Yet here we are; you slumbering 
over even your seat in parliament, an J I scarcely 
known, except for a single maiden speech. But who 
would have thought you would be so indolent ? even 
Clayton will beat you." 

"Can we be better than happy?" asked De Vere. 
Yet he closed the question with a sigh. 

" That is at least nbt said in a happy tone," cried 
Eustace, "and I should fear from what I see, and what 
I have heard, that a high minded beauty has already 
spoiled a high minded statesman." 

De Vere was scarlet to the ears, at this speech; for 
he had flattered himself that feelings, which his own 
heart hardly understood, were not suspected by the 
rest of the world. Moreover, he had resolved that, 
whatever they were, they should not be even whisper- 
ed, so as, perhaps, to affect the conduct of the lovely 
being who had excited them. 

Making a great effort, therefore, to recover himself, 
he replied, "My dear Eustace, these ar^ words of 
course, and could not but be applied to any two per- 



sons who had passed a month together any where; but 
particularly in an old castle in the country. That you 
point at my cousin is clear; that you are wrong is equal- 
ly so; witness ray having urged both you and Lord 
Cleveland to come down to us; you, who might be, and 
he, whom I know to be^ a most powerful rival — ^nay,a 
rival with whom, even if I could, I would not allow 
myself to enter into competition/' 

^' You were always honourable/' said Eustace, press- 
ing his hand, ^' and I did but jest; but upon my word, 
Cleveland is a riddle. I know his very soul is in po- 
litics and court intrigue; he has the ear of the king; 
the time is such, that he may play at cups and balls 
with the ministry, and yet he has run away after a mere 
beauty.'' 

"Mere beauty!" exclaimed De Vere. 

^•Oh! I cry you mercy, Signer," returned his friend, 
** one must have a care of such perfect freedom as yours. 
Well, I will allow the Lady Constance to be all even 
you and Cleveland can think her; nay I am sure I ad- 
mire her as much as eithelrof you would wish me. But 
I say again, who would throw away the certainty of 
power forT:he uncertainty of a woman's smile?" 

*'Not you, it seems," said De Vere, laughing; ** but 
suppose it the certainty P^ and his laugh ceased. 

" I an(i not sure it would make any diflFerence," re- 
turned the young aspirant. ^' In short, ambition, sha- 
dowy as you may think it, is, I allow, my mistress; 
and until I succeed with her, I 'leave all those of flesh 
and blood to you and Cleveland. 

" 'Tis a fair compromise," said De Vere, with satis- 
faction, *^and I will take care to inform my Lord 
Cleveland that you are not in his way." 

<*^He would be affronted at the very supposition," 
observed Eustace, ^^ and might put me to death for my 
presumption. But we have at least given him fair play, 
and I must really force him to read his packet, and 
answer Lord Oldcastle to-night, or I shall never be 
deemed fit for any thing but a dangling appendage of 
a placeman, for which no qualification is required — but 
what I had in my cradle — ^a title." 

The friends then made towards the castlej and as they 
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tombed up the steep footpath which left the carriage 
way wiading around them, they beheld Lord Cleve- 
land, who had said he would not open his packet till 
ni^t, wrinkling his front over it, in the window of his 
dressing-room. Cleveland, immediately on perceiving 
Eustace, beckoned him to come to him; a sign which 
that eager young man with alacrity obeyed. 

The conference lasted long; nor did the castle party 
meet again till all were assemhled at dinner, with the 
addition Of Constance's most loved friend, the Mar- 
chioness, who had come to do hoaour to the birth-day 
/it€y which was to be held the next day. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

A CHANGE. 

Her heavenly form ^ 
Angelic, but more soft and feminine. 
Her j^ceful innocence, her every aid 
Of gfesture, or least action, overaw*d 
His malice, and with rapine sweet bereav'd 
His fierceness. 

MiLTOV. 

^H£ presence of Lady Clanellan was a real comfort 
to thejipprehensions of Constance, who, from the man- 
ner both of Lord Cleveland and her father, added to 
De Vere's late insinuations, and even her aunt's high 
principled representations, had begun to conceive omi- 
nous portents from the visit of the Earl. 

It is most certain that during the hour which had 

Eissed in showing him the castle, the gardens, and, (as 
ord Mowbray insisted upon it) the dairy house, with 
its beautiful precinct, he had laid himself out to act the 
character of the most sincere, as well as respectful ad- 
mirer that ever youthful lady entertained in hall or 
bower. 
Every one of the few sentences she uttered^ seemed 
vox. I. 17 
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only spoken to be echoed by his own sentiments; and 
he even moralized very prettily in the bee^rded, 
upon the uselessness of immoderate wealthy and its ia- 
efficacy to secure happiness ; which, be admitted, was 
after all the only true object of ambition, and of course 
the only pursuit of a wise inan. ^ In short, to believe 
the Earl, he could have rested perfectly content, nay, 
would perhaps prefer a lot which confined him to the 
moderation of this little scene, to the indulgences of 
riches, and the pomp of power. Ambition Itself sank 
to nothing in the comparison. 

But neither Lady Eleanor nor Constance were de- 
ceived; — though Lord Mowbray, who had learned from 
Eustace the nature of his errand to Lord Cleveland; 
smiled inwardly, and not without complacency, to 
think how love could change a man's innate disposi- 
tion. He was by no means displeased therefore to be- 
lieve that this little aberration from the Earl's great 
passion (so near upon the point of being gratified,) was 
occasioned by a desire to connect himself where most 
Lord Mowbray wished him to be connected. 

Lady Eleanor andOonstaoce, however, remembered 
the letter which De Vere had read to them but a few 
days before. Constance thought of the contrast with 
even disgust, and felt that surely pardonable anger, 
which a self-respecting young person must always feel 
when she thinks a man, for his own purposes, pre- 
sumes he may trifle with her understanding. 

Such seemed evidently the conduct of Lord Cleve- 
land in thus so suddenly playing the sentimentalist; 
nor would Constance, though pressed in his most plau- 
sible strain to agree with him in the soft notions which 
he continued to unfold^ condescend even to give an 
opinion, but busied herself with pretended little cares 
about her favourite domain. 

In truth, his new character sat but awkwardly iqwn 
Lord Cleveland; and Constance was glad to hear from 
her aunt, a sort of reproach which she thought migb^ 
be unbecoming in herself. Lady Eleanor was struek 
with the contradiction between Lord Cleveland's let- 
ter and his present opinions, and presuming upon her 
age, did not refrain from telling him so. At another 
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time in her lifey she might have rallied him upon it 
with keenness, and even with wit; but the buoyancy 
of her spirit had^long been broken, and she could only 
be rpused to this sort of exertion, by a sense of his im- 
propriety of conduct, and the necessity of repressing it. 

With some gravity, therefore, if not dignity of tone, 
she said, ^^ Your lordship nfiust really imagine us weak 
women, to be the poor, believing creatures the men 
sometimes represent us, when you practise upon us 
thus. Unfortunately we have been favoured with your 
real sentiments in your letter to nay son. We there 
saw what the great Lord Cleveland thought of gran- 
deur or moderation, excitement or placidity, town or 
country." . 

The earl looked uneasy, if not disconcerted, at this 
reproach, in a presence where he most wished to be 
free from it Eyeing Constanee, therefore, with a 
humble and even tender air, he said, it seemed not a 
little bard that he should be concluded in a matter in 
which he felt so sincere, merely from a piece of badi- 
nage, in whieh no one could suppose him serious. 

In this, he was joined by Lord Mowbray, who saw 
the coldness of his daughter's lool^s with regret, and 
was by no means pleased with this check given by 
Lady Eleanor to a discourse, which, beginning in sen- 
timent might have ended in something still more ten- 
der. 

As it was, Lord Cleveland observed, that he was the 
more unfortunate, because (whether he might be be- 
lieved or not, he presumed not to say,) it was never of 
more consequence to him to be thought sincere. 

"And yet, for the life of me," added he, "I cannot 
understand why I am supposed to laugh at romance, 
except for my foolish letter." 

" You laugh at every thing, my lord," observed Con- 
stance, gravely. 

"No! on my honour," replied he, "spirits may run 
away with any one, but never did any thing truly res* 
pectable receive an affront from me." 

" And yet," returned Constance, "how did you once 
lavish your ridicule upon I know not what unfortu- 

• 
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nate couple just married, on their retiring to the couiv 

** Perhaps,^' replied the earl, gaily, **I thought of 
the Duke of Buckingham, who said to a dog that had 
bit him, ^ I wish you were married and settled in the 
country.' - But seriously, I believe it was to get rid of 
my envy of their happiness; for such I felt it to be, 
while I myself seemed alone in the world, stranded on 
its shores as if from a'wreck. No, Lady Constance, as 
well might I be accused," — and here he placed his hand 
on his breast with an air by no means ungraceful — ^**of 
laughing at what I most respect^ the persons who stand 
before me." 

Though the word persons was in the plural number^ 
the bow and pointed look with which it was accompa- 
nied, all showed the individual for whom this speech 
was most intended; and to say the truths it called up 
a little colour into the cheek of Constance, who after- 
wards owned to her aunt, that if Lord Cleveland had 
not been too much spoiled to be reclaimed, there seem* 
ed to have been that in him originally which would 
have become his high station. 

^^ And do you thinly this?" said Lady Eleanor. 

'^ As much as I can, thinking so little of him at all/' 
replied Constance. ''He certainly seemed more iu 
earnest, or I should rather say less offensively and af« 
ibctedly sarcastic to-day, than I ever remember him." 

Lady Eleanor was not without reasons for scruti- 
nizing the feeling with which this was said, and she 
did scrutinize it; but though, while she did so, her mind 
could not help wandering to her son, her observation 
upon it was that of the clearest disinterestedness. 

" I quite agree with you," said she: " from the firstt 
I have been struck with a sort of natural elevation, 
something commanding in this spoiled child of the 
world, as you properly call him, which surely can- 
not be wholly extinguished, and which, with proper 
help, might yet be prosperously developed. Shall I 
tell you, too, what I think is the help required?" 

With some vivacity, Constance asked — ^^ What ?" 

** A pure and real passion," returned Lady Eleanor, 
<* for a pure and virtuous woman, who might re-kindle 
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natural feeling, and recpyer his deadened sense of 
goodness by the communication of her own. In short, 
my dear Constance, if nature really meant Lord Clere- 
land for what you yourself seem to suppose, I know 
nothing so likely as that charming self, to bring him 
back to her sway." 

At these words she kissed her gentle niece, who was 
far from displeased at this proof of her good opinion, 
though whether intrinsically as such, or connected 
^with the ideas thus kindled of Lord Cleveland, might 
be doubtful. 

^ Nay," continued Lady Eleanor, seeing Constance 
shake her head, and look as if she brooded over some 
strong internal feeling, ^^it is impossible, I think, to 
mistake the present behaviour of this nobleman ; his 
attentions — ^" " 

** Are the same," interrupted Constance, ^ to all 
women of any note, or I had almost said, whether of 
note or not, and as such, can only be to amuse the 
passing hour; such attentions-—" 

^< Are not for you, . dearest Constance ; I know this 
full well," continued Lady Eleanor; ** but at least you 
may be unjust, in setting this down for granted with- 
out trial or inquiry; and considering his rank, wealth, 
and power, nay, even his seeming accomplishments of 
mind, I should be sorry that a match in these respects 
so every way worthy of you, should be rashly re- 
jected." ^ 

^ Am I, then, to suppose," said Constance, gravely, 
^* that, taking for granted these intentions of Lord 
Cleveland, my aunt is his friend ?" 

** Friend is too pronounced a character," replied 
Lady Eleanor, repressing something like uneasiness, 
(for she thought how the part she was acting mi^t 
influence the fate of her son :) ^ I should indeed affront 
my niece to suppose a friend could avail any thing in 
such a matter, beaven knows too," (and here a little 
pent up sigh could not be restrained,) ^^I have no 
cause for being the friend of Lord Cleveland or any 
one ; but I should think myself blameable so as never 
to pardon myself ^" 

^ For Heaven's sake, my dearest aunt," interrupted 

17* 
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Constance, " what can occaskia this eaf^emoi of 1»- 
guage, in regard to a person you know leas o£, 1 be- 
Ueve, than myself?" 

" True," said Lady Eleanor, resnmiog a qwct tone; 
« I know little of Lord Cleveland ; all I meant wis, 
that I could not sit quietly by and see what mty be 
prejudice at work to obstruct your worldly advantage, 
and not caution you gainst such a ppgudioc, and in 
this even Mortimer agrees." 

<* Mortimer! Has he then given any opinion? ind 
of all men, in Lord Cleveland's favour?'* 

** Not positively an opinion," returned Lady Elei- 
nor ; *^ nor would De Vere ever presume that he haa 
a right to form one." 

"And why not?" asked Constance. "Is he not 
my cousin and my friend ? And have I any brother, 
or even sister to confer with? And ouffhiheooU 
therefore, if he knows any thing of Lord Clevelaod 
or his views, not only to form, but give an opinion. 

" To me, yes!" replied Lady Eleanor, struck with 
lier openness; ^^to you, certainly not" 

" What! not even if I ask him?" 

« It would be difficult, I grant you, to refuse; hut 
.still, unless asked by Lord Mowbray in form, as one 
of the family " j, -a 

" And docs he stand upon such etiquette ?" s»|° 
Constance with gravity. " But after all, may I "^ 
ask of you what his opinion is ?" fl^ 

" It is the san^ as my own," replieoLady Eleanor; 
nor did all her feeling for her son prevent her utter- 
ing this with the firm decision that belonged to her. 

Constance became more and more serious, and witu 
some emotion observed, " Mortimer then wishes me 
to listen to Lord Cleveland." 

« Oh, no ! he only thinks Lord Cleveland shoald 
not, without trial, or hearing, be treated like a reject- 
ed man." , 

The Lady Constance pondered these words, «w* 
turned them over and over again in her mind ; and u 
she could not help thinking it a little strange Uiat her 
aunt and cousin, should deem it necessary to take any 
trouble at all in favour of Lord Cleveland, it ii, P**^* 
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haps, ne more than what the reader has anticipated ; 
nor could I ever discover a clue to it among any of the 
maxims that govern ordinary life. 

What did really govern them, though spontaneously 
starting in their minds, without communicating with 
each other, savoured indeed a little of a generosity 
bordering on romance, which I by no-means present to 
the world as an object of wisdom or imitation. In- 
deed, both mother and son have, I know, been called 
very great fools fdr their pains ; but it is my business 
to represent things as they occurred, and I return. 

i* 'Tis enough, my dear aunt," said Constance. 
*^ Lord Cleveland is at least ray father's guest, and you 
and my coqsin are very good to recommend him, as if 
he were mine.^' 

She said this rather coldly, and was going on, when 
the conference was broken up by the announcement of 
Lady Clanellan, and the castle was again occupied by 
the bustle of an arrival. . 

The Marchioness was soon closeted with her young 
friend. It was too late to greet Lord Mowbray, and 
the half hour they had to spare was past in mutual and 
pleasing interrogatories, during which Lady Clanellan 
did not conceal from Constance the reports which had 
reached her of Lord Cleveland's attentions to her in 
town, from the moment of her being presented, and 
the intentions which all the world attributed to him in 
coming to the castle at a time perhaps the most criti-. 
eal, to a man of his known ambition, that could well be 
imagined. 

Constance was grave, and, indeed, the conversation 
die had just had with her aunt, would have absorbed 
her mind, but for the arrival of her friend. Nor could 
she exactly analyse, to what extent Lady Eleanor had 
intended to go, in favour of Lord Cleveland, nor her 
motives for doing so — still less the sentiments of her 
son. They neither satisfied nor pleased her, and yet 
we cannot say they were altogether without impres- 
sion. *^ 1 have perhaps done Lord Cleveland injustice," 
said she to herself; ^' but how are my aunt or my cou« 
sn interested in telling me so?" So said this artless 
and mexperienced young creature, who^ if she could 
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have looked into the minds of either, would have found 
them any thing but interested in favour of Cleveland. 

Still, as has been said, it was not without effect; and 
from having thought that she had done him wrong, 
Constance came almost to think of Lord Cleveland as 
a person to whom she owed a Urge arrear of right 

Her ears were therefore at least not ill-disposed to 
his subject, nor was it with the usual indifference that 
she found herself listening to Lady Clanellan's axuseric 
concerning him. 

The Marchioness knew the Earl only by his general 
reputation, as a man almost at the head of politics, and 
entirely at the head of fashion. If any thing, therefore, 
she inclined to fall in with the general opinion concern- 
ing him ; and supposing what she had heard of his at- 
tentions to Constance true, it is certain that neither her 
opinion, nor her advice concerning him, did him dis- 
service. This, added to what had just passed with her 
aunt, and, shall we say, to something like an unsatisfied 
(for we will not call it a displeased) feeling, in regard 
to Mortimer's conduct and opinions, inclined Con- 
stance, upon the whole, to show more favour, or rather 
less distance, to the prosperous Lord Cleveland, than 
she had ever done before. It was a change that could 
not escape him, and during the whole of dinner, and 
afterwards, his pleased and quick eye was bent upon 
her every look and action, and his ear drank every 
sound she uttered, with an avidity, as well as a respect, 
with which no female had ever before inspired him. 

Strange that such should be the power of an unso- 
phisticated girl, however lovely, upon perhaps the 
most sophisticated, practised man of the age, in all that 
belonged to artificial life; yet so it was. For such is 
the force of nature, however repressed, however per- 
verted or distorted by even habitual indulgence, that 
there are times when she will return in all her native 
beauty, and charm the most pampered mind back to 
the purer pleasures she always intended for us. 

Thus it was with Cleveland, tjie spoiled child, as he 

had justly been called, of fortune and the world. He 

*»d been worn out by perpetual excitement; he was 

^ in every sense he possessed; he had crushed the 
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sweet poison of misused indulgence, till its attvoctions 
had no longer any hold oh him; and it was only when 
he looked at the freshness and innocence of Constance, 
just entering into life, that he still thought there was 
anything in life worth possessing. Like the Enchanter, 
he might say, that other things had sometimes 

" In pleasing slnmber lulPd the sense. 
And in sweet madness robb'd it of itself; 
But such a sacred and home-felt delight. 
Such sober certainty of waking bliss. 
He never heard till now." 

Thus felt Lord Cleveland, and, unlike the Enchanter^ 
with both ^the wish and the hope of reformation; thougli 
from fatal experience he knew that to wish, with him^ 
was far easier than to hope. 

To do him justice, he understood so much of his own 
case as at least to perceive the means of its restoration, 
if not past cure: and his admiration of Constance ap- 
proached so nearly to the love of virtue, that he wish- 
ed to recover the purity which he knew had abandoned 
him, by seeking in her to ally himself with virtue her- 
self. Could he succeed, the thought of a renovation of 
mind, proceeding from such a delightful source, took 
possession of him with ^uch a charm that it thrilled to 
his heart. 

Aks! it was like those fond dreams in anatomical 
science, which have, with more daring than truth, sup- 
posed it possible for youthful veins to be safely open- 
ed, and their healthful vigour iflfused into the dried up 
sluices of age. The attempt, however, in either case, 
ought not to be contemned. 

From all this, it appears, that Lord Cleveland's ad- 
miration of Constance was not only sincere, but that 
his love of her character turned him with compunction 
to the contemplation of his own. The result did him 
no harm. He became for a time natural, easy, and al- 
most modei^. The flow of his mind seemed purified; 
his respect was evidently genuine; and Constance, af- 
ter having herself never been soeommunicative, own- 
ed to the Marchioness and Lady Eleanor, that Lord 
Cleveland could be very agreeable, nay, even respect- 
able; if he pleased* 



20d DB r£B£» 

The additional power of pleasing which this feeling 
had given to herself, confirmed her influence over him 
in the most pointed degree. If, as a beaatif ul statue, (for 
so insensible had she hitherto always seemed to the 
EarPs attentions,) she could still maintain her empire, 
the relaxation of her austerity only made him more 
and more alive to the charm that bound him. 

Nor can any one wonder at this, who has ever felt 
the augmented power of an amiable object, when wc 
discover the least indication of a reciprocity of feeling. 
The eye that does not avoid being sought by ours; the 
glance returned, though ever so passing; the band's 
soft pressure in the least repaid; the little request 
granted with alacrity; the sentiment re-echoed; the 
unobvious, yet discoverable pleasure in the acceptance 
of homage— these are heigh teners of beauty, beyond 
all the powers of art to equal; they give loveliness a 
charm which even Nature did not intend, and caa al- 
most soften ugliness itself into something like attrac- 
tion. 

The dinner, theiefore, and the evening at Castle 
Mowbray, on the first day of the Earl's arrival, seem- 
ed not only to his delighted sense, but to his better 
and clearer feelings, an Elysium which, if ever hehad 
felt it, he had despaired of feeling again; and he lay 
down to rest^ revolving dreams, which could they be 
realized, were, as be thought, worth more than the 
world, and which, though they might be merejy 
dreams, had made hina^ili^dy a better and a happier 
man. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

A CONFLICT* 

iThiB above all, to thine own self be true^ 
And it must follow as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

Shakbpsakx. 

Ds Vere had observed, with watchful though silent 
anxiet jy the progress which he could not help thinking 
Lord Cleveland had made in the good graces of his 
eousin, as we have developed it at the end of our last 
chapter. Lord Mowbray's joy was evident, and the 
Marchioness's favour not disguised. Even Lady Elea- 
nor seemed not ill disposed to him. It was only Clay- 
ton who showed some gloom^ though upon every oc* 
casion that offered, he was the Earl's most obsequious 
and very humble servant — De Vere also watched Con- 
stance's conduct to himself, and certainly was less 
pleased with it than usual; nor was he consoled, when 
he learned from his mother the advice she had given 
to her neice in regard to the Earl. 

** These thoughts may startle well, but not astound 
The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 
By a strong siding champion. Conscience." 

So felt De Vere, when he told his mother that he 
entirely agreed with her in the propriety of the Sidvice 
she had given. 

" My mother," said De Vere, *' certainly loves me, but 
has acted perfectly like herself; let me not disgrace 
Aer." His nights, however, were sleepless. 

^^ And what, and where am I ?" said he to himself, 
two mornings after Lord Cleveland's arrival: *^and 
what my resolution, never even to attempt to interfere 
with Constance? She is now evidently courted to an 
alliance, equal to her, and by a man-^'^ He could not 
^finish the sentence. 
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In truth, with all Lord Cleveland's dazzling supe- 
riorities in many points^ De Vere could not bring him- 
self to say, that in any of the wor,thier qualities of hearty 
disposition, or character, the nobleman was equal to^ 
or to be named with his cousin. The dairy-house, its 
garden and the brook, and the thousand friendly dis- 
cussions of their summer mornings, all rose before him, 
and sooth to say, saddened his heart 

But he remembered the vehemence of bis honoara- 
ble pledge, uncalled for, indeed, hut made before his 
mother to Constance herself, that '^though he had a 
mind to distinguish and adore merit, and a heart to 
feel beauty, yet he had firmness to brave and relin- 
quish all, if duty to the possessor of them required if' 

" Yes!" said he, " I plumed myself upon my reso- 
lution at the time; let me not now shrink from trial. 
And yet,'' he continued, going on with the soliloquy^ 
'^ but for advantages that are all adventitious, I might 
enter the lists with this Lord Cleveland. His are the 
gifts of the world; his the king's favour; his the ap- 
plause of the times: yet this pure and gentle, but firm- 
minded girl, once looked at him unblenched, nay, re- 
pudiated his advances." • 

The steps of De Vere here became quicker; when 
stopping suddenly, he exclaimed, '* Whether she will 
continue to do this is a question; but no question of 
mine. Even could I think myself preferred,— (mad- 
dening thought !) and she were poor! — though I mi^'*^ 
beg my bread with her from door to door, — being what 
she is, I cannot beg it q/'her." 

In this train of musing, he paced the proud terrace 
of the castle, and contemplated its romantic site more 
intensely than ever, though seemingly with a view to 
force a diversion. 

The terrace, as has been said, immediately overlook- 
ed the Dove, and, at a distance, the Trei^; seaming 
the plains of the two pastoral counties of Derby and 
Stafford, as if with veins of sparkling silver. Though 
now long accustomed to it, he never saw this pleasing 
landscape of plenty and peace, without feeling bimseli 
elevated above the struggles of the world; his heart 
filled always with the bounties of Iftm who created 
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it; and never did Lord Cleveland, who suddenly join- 
ed him, find him in a worse mood to receive a lesson 
on the world's passing scene, which he was now pre- 
pared to giv^ him. This noble person, notwithstand- 
ing all his newly kindled- hopes, had also passed a tu- 
multuous night The two great passions which we 
have described as dividing his soul, now reigned there 
with .peculiar fierceness. The dispatch brought by 
Sustace tore him away; while the augmented power 
of Constance resisted all the effort made by his ambi- 
tion to incline him to move. Yet he was tortured with 
doubt; and the little hope which his pride had con- 
ceived from the change in Constance's manner, slight 
as it was, was dashed with a thqusand fears. He had 
heard De Vere was his rival; and when he thought of 
his youth, contrasted with his own age, but still more 
when he thought of his mental qualities, he was filled 
with terror. But he might be misinformed; he had 
watched them during the day, and saw no symptoms 
of it If not a rival, could he make him a friend? He 
knew his political views, and resolved to try. 

When he joined De Vere, however, upon the ter- 
race, he was himself so struck witii the beautiful scene 
which, seemed to engross his companion, that he could 
not help opening in a very different strain from what 
he had intended. 

"These are beautiful plains," said he, *^and I un- 
derstand that that flourishing succession of farms, those 
woods, and the village with the ancient spire upon the 
knoll overhanging the river, are all within the domain 
of your noble uncle, the descendant of that " wrath- 
kindled gentleman," Thomas Mowbray Duke of Nor- 
folk." 

" I have so understood," said De Vere. 

" They are worthy the grace of such a castle," re- 
plied Cleveland; '^and do you know what the contem- 
plation of them prompts?" 

'* Something no doubt sublime." 

" No, by my sober faith," continued the Earl, look- 
ing unaffectedly grave, " but simply this, — that if I 
were lord of such a castle, the dark passages of public 
offices should not daily see me picking my steps to the 

VOL. J. IB 
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major-domos that guard them, to haggle about a clerk 
or a tide-waiter; nor should the minister himself see 
me any where but in my place in the senate, or as his 
friend and companion in power, at his Own house.'' 

" A good resolve," said De Vere 5 '* but I know not 
its application." 

^ Only that I am astounded when I think that the 
spirit of the Mowbray s, or of any owner of such ado- 
main, should, in the changes of time, evaporate in the 
mere ambition of political management, and think it 
sufficient pride to be able to succeed in the acquisition 
of a little trumpery patronage. When I have seen the 
silken barons (as they have been called) of modern 
times, and thought of their iron ancestors, I have won- 
dered." 

It must be owned that this speech of the Earl, was a 
tribute wrung from him at the moment by the force of 
sentiment; for though he was far too lofty to lose time 
in the antechambers of office, which all flew open to 
bim as if by magic, at his approach, n:ot a man in the 
state was so devoted to political intrigues, or the little 
managements of patronage which he thus affected to 
despise. 

De Vere knew this and smiled, but could not help 
feeling the force of his observation, which was so much 
in unison with his own, that he brooded over it a mi- 
nute, and remembered it on many an occasion after- 
wards. 

At length breaking silence, "Your new philosophy, 
said he, " sits well upon you, and is no doubt prompted 
by the place. How far it would hold at Whitehall 
might be made a question." 

'« Ay ! that confounded Whitehall," replied the Earl; 
*^ why have you conjured it up to dissipate the dreams 
which this noble place, and its youthful mistress hare 
created? But you are just embarking in the world; 1 
have seen, encountered, and, shall I own ? am tired 01 

it-'' , 

*^For a tired man, however," replied De Vere, "1 

think your Lordship is still tolerably vigorous, for no- 
thing seems to go on without you." 

** So people are pleased to say,*' replied the' Earl 



D£ YERJ^^ 307 

'* And do they not say true?" 

"If they would imply that this satisfies me," conti- 
nued Cleveland, " certainly not" 

** And why not?" 

^' I scarcely know, for every thing seems to prosper; 
yet, knowing your integrity, to you I can own, that 
wth the whole world seemingly at my foot — ^t am not 
happy." 

De Vere could only listen in silence. 

" I have things pressing upon me," continued Cleve- 
land, " which draw me different ways, and tear me to 
pieces between them. Perhaps I want your advice; but 
I trust I am not intruding upon you, unwelcome ego* 
tism. I hope I am not wrong in counting you, if only 
as your uncle's nephew, among my friends ?'* 

He said this enquiringly, and De Vere felt embar- 
rassed; but with a clearness in being true to himself, 
which will always unravel the most entangled embar- 
rassment, saw at once the conduct he ought to pursue. 

Fixing a steady eye, therefore, upon Lord Cleve« 
land, he replied, '^Forgive me if I answer you as so- 
lemnly as you hav& addressed me; and say, that if the 
confidence you are so good as to propose to me, will 
compromise any duty I n^ay owe to another, or any 
feeling of my own, I request you not to proceed." 

"Abrupt enough," said the Earl, with a disappoint- 
ed, and rather a nigh air. " However, 1 will not be 
checked, by this seeming repulse, in my wish to enr 
gage an honourable man as my friend, and doing him 
good, if 1 can." 

De Vere bowed with real thanks for his good will, 
but still cautioned him not to entrust any thing to him. 
which it might be his duty not to conceal. 

" I will run all risks," replied Lord Cleveland, "and 
if it make you my friend, they will be well run. But 
this is too open a place, and I request you to step into 
the cabinet which is allotted to me here for a dressing- 



room." 



De Vere complied, and Cleveland then 'informed 
him, that should the present minister resign, as was 
expected, from ill health,he had himself been informed, 
that be was to be in part intrusted with the arraogejpient 
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of a new ministry, in which he supposed he could take 
what post he pleased for himself, as well as provide as 
he wished for others. 

Seeing De Vere fixed in attention, he added that as 
his informer was only second to the sovereign himself, 
there could he no doubt about the fact, and that as such, 
he had been treated with hy others. Two great alli- 
ances, he said, courted him; Lord Qidcastie^s, (whence 
the hurried visit of his son,) and Mr. Wentworth's, 
whom he knew De Vere very much admired; that to 
close with both, he feared, was impossibly; since, were 
he inclined to it, one would noj bear an equal, nor the 
other a superior; that he was thus disappointed in his 
very finest schemes, as Lord OldcasUe carried most 
:^ votes; while Mr. Wentworth was so highly gifled, and, 
fi^m his eloquence, so powerful in the Commons, that 
to lose him would lose the greatest support on which 
he would rely. 

With all he most wished, therefore, seemingly with- 
in his grasp, he saw nothing but constant battle and 
danger; and though on the eve of gratifying his fondest 
ambition, it only harassed him with fears and vexation. 
At the same time, if he must make an election, he fore- 
saw a more tranquil state of things by allying himself 
with Lord Oldcastle, in consequence of his great par- 
liamentary strength, than vyith the other, who was 
almost a new man, and whose power, though great in 
debate, was comparatively little in votes. 

Lord Cleveland was proceeding, when De Vere in- 
terrupted him. 

" Excuse me," said he, " if I request you to go no 
farther. For while I feel that I am not of consequence 
enough to be the confidant of secrets so important, far 
less to be consulted, yet, as the very listening to them 
under the seal of secrecy might appear to enlist me in 
a party, a thing which I am desirous to avoid, I ought 
for my own sake to decline the honour you are doing 
me. It is otherwise too, only fair to inform you thst 
my admiration of Mr. Wentworth is such, that were 
I disposed blindly to follow any person, it would be 
^im ; and I own myself concerned at what your lord- 

'P has let fall as to a determination not to act with 



Loi^ Cleveland bit his lips almost through at this 
intimation. He founds what is perhaps Hie greatest 
mortifieation to a politician, that he had been betrayed 
fay his wisb^ into a breach of discretion. He had, in 
fact, allovred himsdf, by too much confidence in Lord 
Mowtvray^ to he hurried into disclosures of the most 
vital importance, before he had ascertiuned from his 
own observation that the party receiving them had 
been properly prepared. His other great passion, and 
his anxieties about all connected with the object of it, 
bad indeed thrown him off his guard, and made 
him too prone to listen to Lord Mowbray's assurances 
about his nephew; but this. did not excuse him in his. 
own mind. 

He took a turn across the room to recover bis sun 
prise, and only after a long pause was able to exclaim, 
** I find I have been egregiously misled, but I have at 
least a man of honour to deal with ; and I thank yott 
for having so early undeceived me." 

** Undeceived you, my lord!" 

*^ Not so much undeceivetl me, as cleared up a most 
gross mistake; and the best excuse I can make for my 
own want of caution is, that your uncle in terms as-, 
sured me I might count upon him and all that belonged 
to him." 

** My uncle is very good 'to ,me," replied De Vere, 
^< but I did not know I belonged to him." 

^'This is most untoward," said Lord Cleveland, 
** and particularly in regard to other views which I had 
entertained (excuse me) about yourself. For it would 
be easy for me (though I might be opposed in it by 
Lord Oldcastle) to place you in a post, high for your 
youth, and worthy, I may say, of your character and 
talents; in fact, a post which it is the great object of 
Eustace to fill; which, indeed, he expects, and which 
hb father at present makes a sine qua non.^^ 

This intimation was certainly not without its weight 
with De Vene; since ambition, though not very vio- 
lently kindled, was far from being dead in him ; and 
it had been even fostered and fanned by hopes of a 
softer IsisAy which have been sometimes thought in- 

18* 
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compatible with the passion, though it often sappCes 
it with its daintiest food. For many a labour has been 
encountered, and many a life ventured, seemingly for 
the sake of power, or riches, or high degree, when 
power, riches, and high degree have all been only 
courted for a sweeter reward, the seducing sweetness 
of a woman's love. 

Hence these words of Lord Cleveland were pre- 
cisely the winged words to go deepest into De Vere'» 
heart Nevertheless, they were linked with so many 
jarring conditions, that he rose above the temptation^ 
powerful as it was, and so much more powerful than 
even Cleveland himself bad thought it 

It is certain he faltered a little, till at length, thank- 
ing the Earl for his good will, be very frankly told 
him that nothing could be more agreeable to him than 
liis proposal; but that even if he was yet prepared to 
embark in a party, merely on the authority of names, 
the ill grace, nay injustice, that would attend upon 
the preference of himself to Eustace, whose wishes 
had been thus niade known and entertained, and who 
had agreed to make common cause with Lord Cleve- 
hnd, would prevent him frpm profiting by his favour- 
able intentions. 

The refusal, and the old-fashioned reason given for 
it, here got the better ^f fhe practised Earl. He re- 
garded De Vere with almost derision, and asked him 
if he really was such an old maid in politics, as to think? 
even, if the hopes given to Eustace had been precise 
and absolute, that they could stand in the way of a «^' 
cessary arrangement, 

'Twas a convenient phrase, (and many a man haf 
found it so) to promote, or postpone, or finally with- 
hold, whatever it was agreeable or disagreeable to him* 
self at the time, to pl-omote, postpone, or withhold. 

"Are you yet to learn,'* asked Lord Cleveland, 
'^ that in the management of a political party, arrang^' 
vient is every thing, friendship nothing; nay, that the 
most determined friends must often give way to doubt- 
ful allies, to determined enemies, always ?'* 

" I confess I am in that miserable state of ignorance/* 



feturned De Vcre; "nor did I believe but that these 
corruptions of the good old school, like many other 
corruptions) had gone out of fashipn.'^ 

"I congratulate you on your very virtuous Twrfve/^/' 
said Lord Cleveland. 

" I have, no doubt," returned De Vere, rising farsu- 

Eerior to the Earl's irony, " that I expose my school-' 
oy ignorance to yoif, who are one of the great spirits 
formed to soar above us petty sciolists in politics; but 
ev^n with this^ disgrace hanging over me, I venture to 

tredict that Lord Eustace will not only think himself, 
ut actually will be ill-treated, if promise is not kept 
to him; I, at least, asj)is friend, will nevqr be the cause 
9f breaking it.'' 

" My good Mortimer," replied Cleveland, changing 
his tone, '^ you cannot suppose that one who esteems 
this very integrity in you as I do, could wish you to 
depart from it v But without dishonour, you surely 
are not to be told that to make a different arragement^ 
or even ^ postponement j (which is all I meant,) is not 
the same as breaking a promise. 

" Has then the arrangement you propose, been sub- 
mitted to Eustace, and has he consented ?" asked Mor- 
timer. 

"I have not even thought what the arrangement 
shall be," replied the Earl, " and of course he cannot 
at present have given his consent" 

"Then neither ought I," replied De Vere; "even 
could I otherwise come up to your wishes. But I ought 
to release you from the task of thinking, of me, since, 
as you have not even opened to me the great public 
principles on which you propose to found an adminis- 
tration, I have told you that I can come under no ob- 
ligation to embark in its support. I have owned to 
you besides, that the principles as well as abilities of 
Mr. Wentworth have all my approbation, and I am still 
lost in wonder that you think it worth your while to 
compliment with such important communications, a 
person so utterly insignificant as myself." 
" " There are motives for every thing," replied Cleve- 
land, " and I have mine. I certainly wish you, for your 
own sake, not to fall into the imprudence of separating 
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yourself from your uncle. But I own I liave stronger 
wishes than you are aware of: — ^yes^ far stronger ^ban 
Lord Mowbray himself, or any of you, can divine." 
Here he walked the room in increasiog agttatioD, till 
he added; ^' To be well with your uncle and all that 
belong to him, yourself amongst them, has become most 
essential to me/' 

Though De Vere did not understand the whole ex- 
tent of this, he was too much alive to the feeling up- 
permost in his own heart, not to catdb something like 
alarm at the emphasis with which it was ^d, aod he 
asked its meaning with an anxiety which was but ill 
concealed. 

The Earl immediately resumed his coolness, which 
indeed, seldom, if ever before had abandoned him for 
the one minute during which his agitation lasted; aud 
coming up to De Vere, he rapt out with great feelings 
though affecting to smile, 

" If lusty love should g^o in quest of beauty. 
Where should he find it fairer than in Blanche ^ 
If zealous love should g'o in search of virtue. 
Where should he find it purer than in Blanche? 
If love ambitious, sought a match of birth. 
Whose veins bound richer blood than LaAy Blanche r 

He said this not only with feeling, but with that 
collected and gentlemanly air which often belonged to 
him; " It is foolish," cried he, '' to attempt to disguise 
what I dare say is obvious to you, and what in effect 
no man but would be proud of. In short, I love youj" 
cousin, and what I thought no women of the woWd 
could ever have effected with me, she, with all her in- 
experience, has accomplished in a moment I am come 
then to lay myself at her feet: I seek her as a wife, and 
would sacrifice the Treasury itself to make her Countess 
of Cleveland/* 

Though not wholly unprepared, De Vere turned pale 
at this annunciation, and at first had no reply; till h^'^ 
a broken voice he brought out, that he had no doubt 
Lady Constance would know full weM how to 9fp^ 
ciate the sacrifice. 

Cleveland eyed him for some time in silence, when, 
^covering his J&rmnw«,De Vere added, " twt whathaS' 
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produced mt the honour of this confidence, when your 
Lordship has so many more intimate friends than I, 
and when, if you seek one of the family to be the de- 
pository of your wishes, there is her father, so closely 
your ally in other affairs; to say nothing of Lady Con- 
stance herself, who seems the most natural person of 
all to receive the cpmmivnication.'* 

" What! before I even know how to approach her? 
Or would you have me attenjpt a storm, before a trench be 
opened? No! no! this might do for your young blood, or 
even for mine, were the fortress differently constructed j 
but as it is, shall I confess to you, De Vere, that I have 

no hope of success? — Nay ! shall I confess " and 

here, even this great man of the world felt ofbrcome 
with despair, and the words struggled in his throat as 
he uttered them, "Yes! I will fairly own it, I do not 
think myself even deserving of success." 

De Vere with a thousand reasons for different feel- 
ings, was affected almost to pity at his emotion; for it 
was not in the character of that self disparagement which 
is assumed merely to obtain a compliment to vanity, 
but seemed the confei^sion of a mind acquainted with 
its own withered state, and fully aware that it was past 
the enjoyment it sought, (the most delicious under 
heaven could it be obtained,} a young affection and an 
unpractised heart . 

Yes! a young affection, and an unpractised heart! 

How much is expressed in those few little words! 
What wealth can purchase, what power command them? 
— ^What success in ambition can compensate their loss, or 
the misery of discovering that we never held them, when 
we fondly may have thought they had been devotedly 
ours? — Yet are they the simplest gifts of Nature; and 
while the favourite of a king, nay, even a king himself, 
may sigh for them in vain, the youth just starting into 
life, and embarrassed perhaps how to live, may clasp 
them in his arms, and laugh at fortune.* 

• 

* We said a kinj^ himself, and we thoug^ht of Henry VIII. 
There never was a more detestable tyrant; yet after a courtship 
with the wife of his love, Ann Bullen, which has the air and 
charm of a romance, we almost pity even that butcher, to think 
be was so far deceived that by her own confession, he never 
really had had her heart. 
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Strange as it may appear, these were the reflexions 
even of a Cleveland, when, revolving his mighty re- 
sources, he had asked himself, almost with passion, 
why he was not happy ? and in such moments he has 
envied that married life which it was generally the ob- 
ject of his bitterest wit to deride. 

He was now, however, fully committed ; and, with 
a feeling more consonant to nature and nearer to vir- 
tue than he had perhaps ever before experienced, he 
went on with his confessions, and to DeVere's conster- 
nation, as well as astonishment, threw himself upon 
him for assistance and advice, in a matter in which 
every pulse of De Vere's own heart was interested to 
oppose him. 

Luckily the task of deciding how to act, though de- 
* Heate and difficult, required no contest of adverse feel- 
ings. Lord Cleveland had never had too much of his 
respect, and he felt an auxiliary to his firmness on this 
occasion, in discovering that the friendly ofiers to his 
ambition which had just been made, had not been 
made without design. 

Still the emotk>n which Cleveland showed was at 
least a sincere one, and the confessions to. which so 
proud and pampered a spirit had eondescended, sa- 
voured of something like gen^osity. A geatlemaa's 
demand had been made upon De Vere, and in the spi« 
rit of a gentleman he resolved to answer it. 

When we say this, let us not be misunderstood. By 
a gentleman, we mean not to draw a line that would 
be invidious between high and low; rank and subordi- 
nation; riches and poverty. The distinction is in the 
mind. Whoever is open, loyal, and true ; whoever is 
of humane and a&ble demeanour; whoever is honour- 
able in himself, and in his judgment of others, and re- 
quires no law but his word to make Mm fulfil an en- 
gagement; — ^socha man is a gentleman; — andsuch a man 
niay be found among the tillers of the earth. But high 
birth and distinction, for the most part insure the high 
sentiment which is denied to poverty and the lower 
professions. It is hence, and hence only, that the 
g*^ claim their superiority; and hence, what has been 
so beautifully said of honour, the law of Kings, is no 
-^ than true. 



^It aids and streng^ens Virtue where it meetb her» 
And imitates her actions where she is not." 

But De Vere*s honour was no imitation of any thing; 
9aadj applied to as he had been by Cleveland, though on 
the tenderest point, he dealt with him in the very sim- 
plicity of truth. He told him, that with a rank and 
possessions so resplendent, with the evident good-will 
of her father, with nobody to compare with him in 
those points as a suitor, it must be far other causes, if 
any, that should make him hesitate to address Lady 
Constance. 

^^ Know you any of these other causes?'' asked the 
Earl, with vehemence. 

It was a hard question. 

" To say I know them,'* replied De Vere, ** would 
be a presumption of which I will not be guilty." 

*' But you may suspect," answered Cleveland. " You 
have seen much of your cousin; and, I ask, do you sus- 
pect them?" 

**My dear Lord Cleveland," returned De-Vere, 
'^ suspicion is a dangerous thing to tamper with. I have 
told you I know not my cousin's mind upon a question 
which it would be indelicate to her to suppose, with* 
out more reason than you have given her, tiiat she has 
even herself considered." 

'^That is but true," observed Cleveland; "although 
she could not well mistake my attentions to her in 
town. But I fear I may have been misrepresented to 
her, and it is here I most stand in need of your assist- 
ance. Will you undertake to serve me in this point, 
and ascertain, if possible, whether my fears are true?" 

« Not for the world !" 

*< And why?" 

^^ Let your own sense of honour answer. What! to 
be a spy over an unwary, unpractised girl! to watch 
and report upon her unguarded moments, utterring, 
perhaps, what she may not really think ! Forbid it de- 
licacy ! Forbid it duty ! duty to her, and even to you !" 

**Tome?" 

^^ Yes! for should I form what I might think a well- 
founded opinion, ^dv^rse to your hopes, how would 



you yourself thank me, when on actually making known 
your suit, you might find a difierent result? — ^But it is 
ridiculous for the experienced Lord Cleveland to come 
to so unfit a person for advice.*' 
\ ^ Alas ! I have no experience," interrupted the Earl. 

"What! the Richelieu of England!" cried Morti- 
mer, " ^nd no experience !'V 

"Mock me not, De Vere. It is a day of confessions, 
and I will own another truth to you — ^I have experi- 
ence in women* but not in woman; I have seen a thou- 
sand coquettes, but only one Lady Constance. Whea 
in town, I thought to take her by storm, but I found 
my mistake. Young as she was, she awed me into con- 
straint, and with all my practice, I understood not how 
to treat her. In short, 

<< My grosser sense knew not the high respect, 
The almost worship, and deep revere nce^ 
Beauty and virgin modesty command.'* 

The ingenuousness of this speech moved De Vere. 

« This would go farther," said he, " to win a wo- 
man than any thing I have heard;" .but he instantly 
checked himself. In truth, there was a struggle be- 
tween pride and afiection in Cleveland, which he had 
never felt before, which made him condescend almost 
to humiliation, and left Mortimer with no doubt of his 
real attachment. How far such humiliation from a man 
so richly endowed with the world's gifts, and by no 
means a beggar in the endowments of mind, might not 
win his way at last with so young a creature as t;o°; 
stance, was a question which made De Vere tremble. 
He was eager, therefore, to break oflF a conference in 
which he might be led cruelly to commit himself; ana 
a^ the morning was advancing, he prepared to depart' 

^ I beseech you do not leave me," said Cleveland; 
** I have perhaps exposed myself to you in the picture 
I have given of the two great passions that sway ^^' 
Yet there is not another man on earth to whom I would 
have opened such a confidence. I will now be weaK 
enough to confess to you my real motives, despise 

them as you may ." A flash of indignation, how- 

■'^er, came here across him, and he added, with some 



defiance of look, '^No! that cannot be, for no lining 
being shall ever say he has despised the Earl of Cleve- 
land!" 

" For Qod's sake, my Lord," returned De Vere, 
*^ recover yourself. It is impossible you can apply these 
words to me." 

" No! De Vere,? replied the Eari, « I do net. Yet 
I feel some compunction in being about to disclose 
what I know to be any thing but true greatness of 
mind. In a word, though I might bear to relinquish 
the pursuit of Lady Constance of my own free will, I 
could not, no! I could not bear to make an offer and 
be refused. Hence,*and hence chiefly, I asked your as* 
sistance. This you have declined giving me, for what 
real reason I know not; but thei^e are strong, though 
but natural reports of yourself, and this is oneother mo- 
tive for addressing you. In a word, one cause of your 
distance may be founded in the truth of what I have 
heard — you are yourself a lover!" 

De Vere was certainly much disconcerted at this at- 
tack, and had not a fit of pride at being so catechised, 
come to his aid, he would have felt more awkward- 
ness than he did. But Cleveland, perceiving the an- 
cient feelings of the Mowbrays and De Veres flashing 
on his cheek and gathering on his. brow, did all he 
could to soften an intimation which he feared had 
been too abrupt. 

** I beseech you," said the Earl, ** pardon a liberty 
which I cannot justify, and which anxiety and unbear- 
able uncertainty have alone caused. I am ashamed of 
the freedom I have taken, and the unwarrantable trial 
to which I have exposed you. 

Half propitiated, De Vere, though he did not accept 
the hand which the agitated Earl presented to him, 
would not or could not prevent his laying it conciliat- 
ingly on his shoulder as he safd these words:— 

*< I see," said Cleveland, " it is not for me to ask 
your confidence on this burning subject; and it is 
equally useless to regret the trouble I have gii^n in 
forcing my own upon you. — ^Forced it I evidenfly have, 
and perhaps I may think I have discovered that which 
.may usefully influence me in directing my own con- 
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duct All I will venture to hope, and what indeed I 
exact from your honour is, that a syllable of this con- 
ference may not be breathed to your cousin, even 
should you be on terms, through yoiir own or Lady 
Eleanor's credit, to inform her." 

'* I am no informer,'' replied De Vere with some 
distance of manner; ^' at the same time it is but right 
to point out to you, that these communications having 
not been sought, but rather deprecated by me, I am 
master of my conduct concerning ^them. I beg also 
most pointedly to remark, that however your lordship 
may please to impute feelings ^r views to me, in re- 
gard to Lady Constance^ no syllable that I have breath- 
ed can warrant the conclusions you have drawn. It is 
at your own peril therefore that you act upon them, if 
peril there be." 

^ I understand you," returned Cleveland, attempting 
to resume his gay and disembarrassed air; ''and, per- 
haps after all, I may not feel seriously enough in love 
to proceed with my design. I shall be guided by the 
changes and chances I may observe ; and indeed the 
state of politics I have opened to you, (trepanned into 
80 doing by that Solomon, Lord Mowbray,) would at 
any rate materially interfere with the prosecution of 
my views; for, as you see, I am here to-day and may 
be gone to-morrow. However, I allow," (and here all 
his sarcastic tone returned to him,) '^you steady old 
fellows, who are above love and ambition, have-the 
best of it. It is only for such youngsters as Eustace 
and me, who have our fortunes to make, to watch the 
changes of the world." 

So saying, with a mixture of pique and gaiety he 
rang for his Frenchman, and with a forced indiffer- 
ence of manner, said he must prepare for a riding party 
which had been projected soon after breakfast 

The pride of De VeVe was excited, and he took his 
leave with some stiffness, which Cleveland returned 
with his very loftiest manner; and throwing himself 
into a chair, exhibited a copy of the physiognomy at- 
tributed to the daemon of pride himself, 

.'* Thrice changed with pale, ire, envy, and despair." 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 



A BIRTHDAY. 



What a sweep of vanity comes this way! 

Sbakbp&irx. 

Wherx a man has* been iaa^t to school his fea- 
tures by long habits of dissimulation, whether practise 
ed in court or country, it is not easy to detect even the 
stronger passions, by what is passing on the surface. 
We pretend not to enter into the deep and interesting 
question, (of no little consequence to human nature,) 
cm the preference to be given to that prudence which 
can always dissemble our feelings, or that silly open- 
ness (as very prudent people like to call it,) which 
makes it impossible to hide a strong and sincere emo- 
tion. Those who wish 'to see the superiority of dis- 
sembling over openness demonstrated with admirable 
force, may consult the philosopher of flattery and dis>- 
simulation, Chesterfield ; and if they wish to contem- 
plate it in practice, they may look at Clayton.' 

It is very certain, that in point of meritorious force 
of mind and heroic command of one's self, the dissem- 
bler carries it hollow; and these superiorities all be- 
longed to Lord Cleveland over De Vere, when both 
issued forth to Join the riding party for which we left 
the former preparing at the end of the last chapter. 
For though, when he threw himself into his chair, af- 
ter his conversation with Mortimer, we compared 
Lord Cleveland to something very like the Prince of 
Darkness, it is certain he appeared on the Esplanade, 
under the Castle Terrace, (where the company mount- 
ed their horses and carriages,) with all die ease and 
nonchalance of a person who had no secret care gnaw- 
ing at his heart Within a few minutes' interval, he 
had no eye but for his mistress, no wish but for plea- 
sure. On the other hand De Vere, who was an unwil- 
ling member of the party, without having felt half 



220 BS V£BE. 

Cleveland's violence of emotion during the conversa- 
tion, was sufficiently moved with it to be unable to 
repress his reflections. He was thoughtful, unob- 
servant, asid abstracted. Thus the one, to beguile the 
time looked like the time, while the face of the other 
was 

'< As a book, where men 
May read strange matters." 

Every thing indeed, seemed joyous but himself, and 
Lord Cleveland most joyous of all. Clayton, to be sure, 
had not yet relaxed his brow, which had bieen knit from 
the moment of Cleveland's arrival. But he sought not 
De Vere as his companion, though he always met him 
with the usual smile. Hd had more interest in endea- 
vouring to sound Eustace, to whom, from the hints he 
had gathered of high impending changes, he resolved 
to Jay close siege. He so far succeeded as to seduce 
that eager young person into a separate discussion on 
the state of parties; a point which he found the more 
easy, because in fact, Eustace was not able to think of 
any thing else. 

De Vere, indeed aided his cousin to mount her beau- 
tifql palfry, which she did, and managed it with the 
air of a Diana; but. having seen her seated he chose for 
himself the office of driving the Marchioness and Lady 
Eleanor in an open landau. So that, except when her 
father, whom she had summoned as her chaperon, 
shared her conversation, which he was not very eager 
to do, Lord Cleveland was blessed with Constance all 
to himself. 

And a blessing he would have thought it, had she not 
been seized with that pensiveness which we have de- 
scribed as belonging to her on many occasions, and 
firom which, on the present, the practised Cleveland 
knew not whether to predict good or evil. For though 
her charming vivacity might have delighted him more, 
yet he was well enough verged in woman's demeanour, 
to know that perfect ease, before a suspected or de- 
"^ared lover, showed too much of perfect indifference; 
he has been known to say, when he had designs 
a woman^s heart, that he preferred an appearance 
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of downright hatred, as more capable of being influ* 
enced to what he wished, than such an indifierenee. He 
"WBBy therefore, not absolutely in despair, when he 
found his fair companion rather constrained, disposed 
to be silent, and even to reverie, during the ride, not- 
^withstanding all his endeavours, seconded bj the plen- 
tiful encouragement of Lord Mowbray, to make him«^ 
self agreeable to her. Once indeed he seemed entirely 
to succeed; but whether this was a good or bad omen^ 
he could not exactly decide; for it was when falling in 
with Lord Mowbray's prognostics of his soon arriving 
at great power in the government, be observed, that 
could such a notion be more than flattery^ the only 
thing that would make it agreeable, would be the op- 
portunity it would give of bringing forward his friends 
with him, and eminently so noble a fellow as De Vere. 
The countenance of Constance was instantly lighted 
up with pleasure, and (or not less than five minutes,. 
she was more gracious to him than ever she bad been 
before; though, the conversation changing, she again 
fell into thoughtfulness, only interrupted by occasional 
stoppages at particular prospects, where they joined the 
landau. Here De Vere was unmPercifully rallied by 
the Earl,, on his want of gallantry, if not his laziness, 
in preferring driving to riding; to all which he seem- 
ed to submit with most resigned acquiescence. 

On the whole, to none of the party, except perhapd 
the Marchioness, did this little sally seem to give en- 
tire satisfaction: for the Marchioness knew nothing of 
the interests passing in the hearts of any of them, and 
being of a buoyant cheerful disposition herself, it re- 
quired palpable reasons at least, to make her suspect 
uneasiness in others. She assented, however, to Lady 
Constance's desire that they should return home rather 
sooner than they intended, in order to receive the arrivals 
which might be expected at the Castle; from which 
the Marchioness hoped, and told her inexperienced pu- 
pil to hope, much food for observation. 

Upon their return, therefore, they all took their sta- 
tion upon the terrace, alon^ which the state-rooms of 
the Castle opened, and which was accessible at on^en^ 
by 8 fli^t of 0toiie steps. At the bottom of tbes^, the 
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visitors who approached that way without driviagui to 
the great court-yard, alighted from their carriages. The 
st^ps of the terrace were lined by a double row of orange 
trees and citrons, which now, In full fruit, extended 
themselves to the door of the guard-room, wh^e the 
lady of the castle stood with her relations, to receive 
her guests. 

I truth it was a goodly sight to see the gay company 
ascending in groups, and moving through odoriferous 
shrubs and flowers, till they arrived at the most beau* 
tiful flbwer of all, the youthful Constance, to whom 
having paid their compliments, ceremony ceased, and 
all was ease. 

It wanted an hour to dinner, and half an hoar to 
dressing-time ; and this odd half hour was dedicated to 
the reception of such guests as, coming from town, or 
« great distance, were to sleep at the Castle, and dress 
for dinner. Some of these (as no introduction was ex* 
pected before dinner-time) remained below; others 
sought their noble hosts. 

Among these, the earliest arrived, (she never failed 
of being in time,) was a Mrs. Oldbury, the whimsical 
wife of a neighbouring and reverend sentleman, who, 
firom being bookish and indolent, pre&rred residing in 
his prebendal hou^ at Lichfield, to either their own 
mansion-house on his own estate, or a town life. Mrs. 
Oldbury, therefore, was one of those amiable little aris* 
toerats of a cathedral town, to whom we formerly al- 
luded, as being most exact in enforcing the line of 
separation between the provincial beau monde of the 
Close, and the vulgar thriving people composing the 
trading part of the city. His husband was a nigh Tory, 
and as firm a political supporter of Lord Mowbray as 
l^is disposition would let him; he was,. however, too 
indolent or too shy to attend his puUio days. 

"Seldom 9XfH€. 'twas such a busy life. 
But duly sent his fanuly and wife.*' 

We have called Mrs. Oldbury v^himsiioal, onfd swely 

"^e Was so; for, being really as we have de^ribed her, 

'^man of respectable rank and consequence^ who 

liave reeeived as n right those Att^ntioiis frotm 
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the great and fashionable which really well-bred peo- 
ple oeirer refuse where they are merited, she seemed 
to prefer suing for them as an alms, by a pertinacity 
of humiliation and a too obvious flattery, to which a 
mere dependant would hardly. have submitted. She 
watched 4he eye of a person of fashion, with a sort of 
feline anxiety, and.calculated the exact advances or re- 
trogrades in favour which she made, or thought she had 
made, with those who really were, or assumed to be^ 
higher bred than herself. 

But a very high-looking personage was presently 
seen mounting the steps of the terrace, much entangled 
with his travelling pelisse, which, to Lord Cleveland's 
horror, he found to be the counterpart of his own. Co- 
lour, pattern^ wadding, and above all, the braided 
Brandenburgs, were precisely the same; only there 
having been a hot sun, the house>-party rather wonder- 
ed at its having been worn. Mr. Freshville, the new 
arrival, declared, however, it had been very cold, and 
he was glad to put it on. 

^^ But how the devil did you come by it?'' said the 
Earl, giving him a finger, rather than a hand; ^I 
thought mine had been the only one in England, and 
it came from Paris but three or ifour days aso." 

'^Exactly the time of mine," answered Freshville; 
mincing his words, but with an assumption of dignity. 

The Earl looked displeased, and said he had already 
found it such an ugly afiair that he had resolved to 
give it immediately to his valet. ^^ It may, however, 
keep you warm enough," added Lord Cleveland. 

Both Constance and her aunt marked this little 
piece of insolence, but to their surprise, the Marchio- 
ness, who with all her rectitude, as it has been hinted, 
loved a little badinage, where she thought it fair to in- 
dulge it, was most diverted with the solemnity of as- 
tonishment with which Freshville received.it In fact 
Mr. Freshville's pride was cruelly afironted as he 
bowed his thanks for this speech, which was more 
aiortifying than it seemed: for Freshville, a new man, 
though offortune, had made his way into most of die 
fashionable classes, only by the studied stiffnesa of his 
maQ&em It was iiot liuit this was exactly tiie diaposi* 
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tion of his nature; but having resolved to be &shioo- 
able, he had viewed the different roads tothatenviaUe 
lot^ and finding all others pre-occupied, had pitched 
upon a well-pursued, thou^ artificial, fastidiousness, 
as the best means of success. All his deportment there- 
fore was serious; he seemed to be governed by rule 
and line; his looks, manner, voice, and speech were 
wrapped up in a gravity worthy a Spaniard. His dress 
was always most fashionably exact; he took snuff with 
peculiar graced and his bow was as if from the height 
of elevation. The speech of the Earl, therefore, was a 
blow to him, and a severer one than at first appeared. 
For whether from his want of pedigree, or want of 
genius in the walk of ambition he had chosen, he still 
was at a great distance from the enviable point of su- 
preme bon ton; a distinction higher than mere fashion, 
of which all, even of the fashionable^ are not always 
aware. 

But Freshville, unlike many other coxcombs, had 
made this discovery; and, as. a remedy, he thought, 
that being admitted to the companionship of the Earl 
of Cleveland, hq could not do better than become the 
double of that illustrious person. Accordingly, he co- 
pied him at least in the fastidious part of his manner,, 
it not being convenient to imitate his agr6mens; and 
not only in London, but even in Paris, he employed 
the same tailor. On the present occasion, therefore, the 
French operator had only (according tea general or- 
der when any thing particukriy rich or new had beea 
commissioned by Cleveland) obeyed bis instructions; 
and hence the travelling pelisse. 

Lord Cleveland, however, soon resumed his good 
humour; for in fact Freshville was his devoted follower 
in politics, and not only gave him his own vote in par- 
liament, but often aided him in elections, — all which 
was cheaply repaid by Cleveland, though sometimes in 
a manner unpalatable to his pride, by suffering his J90- 
litical, to give himself the airs of a f- fuonabk friend. 

** I have just received a letter from him," said Fresh- 

•^ le one day, on the eve of a ball which Cleveland was 

" to give at Richmond. ^ I wanted to go to Paris, 

'ays be must have me : indeed^ I know he can* 



not do without me. This is a little unreasonable; but 
it is a debt of friendship, and I suppose I must pay it; 
still, it is really a great bore/* 

The sufferance of such language by the Earl) secured 
Fresh ville's vote upon every question daring the whole 
of that session. 

A landau now drove up, from which landed a gay 
bevy of a mother and daughters, who challenged all 
eyes. These were the females of a family noting less 
than Right Honourable. Mr. Partridge, the father, had 
advanced through a lone> political life to his dignity of 
a Privy Counsellor; which, in truth, was enjoyed much 
more by his wife and daughters, than himself; for it 
had been bestowed upon bim, by way of (not letting 
him down, but) gently pushing him oui^ of an appoint*- 
ment of value. 

The lady of this gentleman, had the mi^ortune {&s 
Harclai once shocked her by saying,) to be.the daugh* 
ter of an Irish earl, though nowise connected with Ire- 
land. He called it a mi^ortune, pretty muck upoa 
the principle of the Lady Lydia Loller, of Addison, 
whose chief reason for desiring to be sent to the infir- 
mary for bad temper was, that she had the mis/eviune 
to be a lady of quality married to a commoner. It is 
very certain, that the inequality of birth and connexions, 
to say nothing of dispositions, between Mr. Partridge 
and his lady, occasioned some little mortification to the 
latter, and a great deal to her daughters: as they, through 
their mother, looked to be considered among the first 
ranks of fashion; while, through their father, they were 
reduced to fear (for they did not confess it even to 
themselves) that th^y might be thought a little too 
plebeian. This must account for the extreme jealousy 
which both mother and daughters showed, lest their 
pretensions should be called in question; and, in parti- 
cular, for a sort of studied and contemptuous distance, 
at which they all agreed in keeping persons either on 
a level with their father's family, or any way approach- 
ing to rivalry with themselves. 

Both Mr. and Lady Elizabeth Partridge were the 
great allies of Lord Mowbray, who had more than 
once entreated their assistance in doing the honours of 
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his castle parties, and putting the natives (as Lady Eli- 
zabeth called them) into good humour with his lord- 
ship. 

As, however, her ladyship, and still more her daugh- 
ters, were really of extremely high monde, and the 
higher, from being reduced sometimes (for the reasons 
above stated) to fear it might be disputed, this was a 
favour not absolutely conferred without sacrifice. Lady 
Elizabeth, who had points to carry with Lord Mow- 
bray, and was moreover his relation, consented to it 
with tolerable grace; but her daughters were by no 
means so complying. For though they liked the castle 
parties sufficiendy, it was, perhaps, more because they 
there felt themselves to be. members of a privileged 
few, who could indulge in the exaction of almost divine 
honours from the many, than because they felt under 
any obligation to submit their cloth of gold to the cloth 
of frise of country families. The political considera- 
tions which led to it, they were too young to under- 
istand, or to care for them if they did. Their mother 
had indeed given them very proper lectures upon thb 
subject, which they heard with about as much attention, 
as they heard all other lectures, to which in the course 
of their education they had been obliged to listen. 

This party had now begun to ascend the terrace 
steps, and Lady Elizabeth passed through the lane 
made for her. at bottom, bowing to those of her ac- 
quaintance whom she recognized, with distant conde- 
scension, till she reached the high personages who 
waited for her at top. Her daughters (two in number) 
followed her, with a most assured air, seeming to think 
(hat several persons who saluted them as they passed, 
were mere statues, whom it wad not in the smallest 
degree incumbent upon them to notice. 

They were in a very fashionable deshabille de voy- 
agej consisting of loose travelling gowns of scarlet, well 
trimmed and flounced, and clasped with gold. The 
face of one at least was blooming, and the figures of 
both tall and striking; of all which advantages they 
aeenied to be fully sensible. There was, however, a dif- 
^fti^nce between them. For, while Miss Zephyrioa, 
^ungest, was sweet seventeen, the eldest, Mfas 
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Partridge was at that uneasy (we had almost $aid ixxk" 
happy) age, when the world pronounces a lady's girl- 
bood to be gone, and the patient is not disposed to 
agree in the decision^ What that age is, we dare not 
say; for it is different in different subjects, and every 
one must apply.it for herself. ^ H n^y a gu^unprifi'' 
terns dans^ I'anniCf'^ says an old French proverb — ^and 
Miss Partridge thought so too; but then she also thought 
that the printems lasted longer with her than it did 
with any body dise. In short, that bloom and alacrity 
of spirit, which render a young girl so charming ta 
herself and others, had left her; and she had not (yet) 
acquired those other graces, from sense and manner^ 
mrhich, by making a woman more estimable, cause her 
to be infinitely more attracting. 

Nothing pleased the elder Miss Partridge so much 
as when she was classed with her sister, under the name 
of ^^ the girls.'' She was fond of telling storieawherein 
her father would say, ^' Come along, girbf^ or talk of 
his girlsj and she was even once known to be civil for 
ten minutes to a man she had determined to cut, be- 
cause she beard he had spoken of her as a ^^ charming 

These sisters advanced with a quick step, laughing 
loudly with one anotlier, and staring through their 
glasses at the persons who made way for them, to the 
right and left 

De Vere, who met their view, was honoured with 
most radiant smiles; while, as to Harclai, who was 
standing by him, and perfectly well known to them, 
they almost laughed in his face. But the attraction of 
the great magnet, the family party above, increasing 
(like other attraction) in increased proportion as they 
approached, they were at last drawn into its focus with 
irresistible velocity. 

But, horrible to relate! Mrs. Qldbury, whom they had 
settled in their way down not to speak to, was almost 
close to themi though having watched long, and in vain^ 
for their eyes, wbiqh were somehow or another al- 
ways averted, she was forced to console herself as well 
as she could, by talking to her neighbour, the unpre- 
tending and happier wife of the dei^man of Mowbray* 
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duct. All I will venture to hope, and what indeed I 
exact from your honour is, that a syllable of this con- 
ference may not be breathed to your cousin, even 
should you be on terms, through your own or Ladjr 
Eleanor's credit, to inform her." 

** I am no informer," replied De Vere with some 
distance of manner; ^^ at the same time it is but right 
to point out to you, that these communications having 
not been sought, but rather deprecated by me, I am 
master of my conduct concerning Jhem. I beg also 
most pointedly to remark, that however your lordship 
may please to impute feelings or views to me, in re- 
gard to Lady Constance, no syllable that I have breath- 
ed can warrant the conclusions you have drawn. It is 
at your own peril therefore that you act upon them, if 
peril there be." 

^ I understand you," returned Cleveland, attempting 
to resume his gay and disembarrassed air; ''and, per- 
haps after all, 1 may not feel seriously enough in love 
to proceed with my design. I shall be guided by the 
changes and chances I may observe ; and indeed the 
state of politics I have opened to you, (trepanned into 
80 doing by that Solomon, Lord Mowbray,) would at 
any rate materially interfere with the prosecution of 
my views; for, as you see, I am here to-day and may 
be gone to-morrow. However, I allow," (and here all 
his sarcastic tone returned to him,) '^you steady old 
fellows, who are above love and ambition, have^he 
best of it. It is only for such youngsters as Eustace 
and me, who have our fortunes to make, to watch the 
changes of the world." 

So saying, with a mixture of pique and gaiety he 
rang for his Frenchman, and with a forced indiffer- 
ence of manner, said he must prepare for a riding party 
tvhich had been projected soon alter breakfast 

The pride of De Vote was excited, and he took his 
]eave with some stiffness, which Cleveland retamed 
•t^th his very loftiest manner; and throwing himself 
jfito a chair, exhibited a copy of the physiognomy at- 
tributed to the daemon of pride himself, 

• 

** Thtice changed with pale, ire, envy, aad defpafa-." 



1>E V£R£. 213 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



A BIRTHDAY. 



Wliat a sweep of vanity ccnnes this way! 

SBAKSP£ARX. 

Whisrs a man has* been iaaght to school his fea- 
tures by long habits of dissimulation, whether practise 
ed in court or country, it is not easy to detect even the 
stronger passions, by what is passing on the surface. 
We pretend not to enter into the deep and interesting 
question, (of no little consequence to human nature,) 
on. the preference to be given to that prudence which 
can always dissemble our feelings, or that silly open- 
ness (as very prudent people like to call it,) which 
makes it impossible to hide a strong and sincere emo- 
tion. Those who wish <o see the superiority of dis- 
sembling over openness demonstrated with admirable 
force, may consult the philosopher of flattery and disr 
simulation, Chesterfield ; and if they wish to contem* 
plate it in practice, they may look at Clayton.* 

It is very certain, that in point of meritorious force 
of mind and heroic command of one's self, the dissem- 
bler carries it hollow; and these superiorities all be- 
longed to Lord Cleveland over De Vere, when both 
issued forth to Join the riding party for which we left 
the former preparing at the end of the last chapter. 
For though, when he threw himself into his chair, af* 
ter his conversation with Mortimer, we compared 
Lord Cleveland to something very like the Prince of 
Darkness, it is certain he appeared on the Esplanade, 
under the Castle Terrace, (where the company mount^ 
ed their horses and carriages,) with all the ease and 
nonchalance of a person who had no secret care gnaw- 
ing at his heart Within a few minutes' interval, he 
had no eye but for his mistress, no wish but for plea- 
sure. On the other hand De Vere, who was an unwil- 
ling member of the party, without having felt half 



ClerelaDd's Tiolence of eniation Coring the eonrosa- 
tkni, m^as sufficiecilT moved w& it to be uxdble to 
Tc pr cm his reflections. He waF tbm^itfiil, unob- 
wrraiit, aid abstracted. This the ene, to bc^afle the 
time kic^Lfid iii^ ^le time, while the face o£ Uie otlier 
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Eroy thiz>|: iodeed, seemed tojoxxs hat himself, tnd 
Lord Cier^a&d BK>st joy ous of all Clartfrn^tobeaare, 
had DOt jet relaxed bis brow, whid had heeo knit from 
the flMMDent oi CleTeiaod^s arrivaL Bot he scM^t not 
De Vere as his eofDfianioii, thoD^ he always laet him 
w'dh the itBuai smile. He had waare mfeenest in eodea- 
Toariog to sound EiHtaee, to whom, £rom the hints be 
had gathered of high impending diax^es, he resolved 
to laj dose siege. He so far snoeeeded as to seduee 
that eago* yoang person into a scpaiate dneossioo on 
the state of parties; a point which he fiMiiid the more 
easjr, beeaose in fact, Elustace was not able to think of 
any thing else. 

De Vere, indeed aided his eonsin to mount her beao- 
tifql oalfry, which she did, and manjged it with the 
air of a Diana; but. having seen her seated he chose for 
himself the office of driving the Marchioness and Lady 
Eleanor in an open landau. So that, except when her 
father, whom she had summoned as her chaperon, 
shared her conversation, which he was not very eager 
to do, Lord Cleveland was blessed with Constance all 
to himself. 

And a blessing he would have thought it, had she not 
been seized with that pensiveness which we have de- 
scribed as belonging to her on many occasions, and 
f^om which, on the present, the practised Cleveland 
knew not whether to predict good or evil. For though 
her charming vivacity might have delighted him more, 
yet he was well enough ver^ed in woraan^s demeanour^ 
to know that perfect ease, before a suspected or de- 
clared lover, showed too much of perfect indifference; 
*nd he has been known to say, when he had designs 
^on a woman^s heart, that he preferred an appearance 



-n 



D£ VBBE. 221 

of downright hatred, as more capable of being influ* 
enced to what he wished, than such an indifierenee. He 
"WBBf therefore, not absolutely in despair, when he 
found his fair companion rather constrained, disposed 
to be silent, and even to reverie, during the ride, not- 
withstanding all his endeai^ours, seconded bj the plen- 
tiful encouragement of Lord Mowbray, to make him«^ 
self agreeable to her. Once indeed he seemed entirely 
to succeed; but whether this was a good or bad omen^ 
he could not exactly decide; for it was when falling in 
with Lord Mowbray's prognostics of his soon arriving 
at great power in the government, be observed, that 
could such a notion be more than flattery^ the only 
thing that would make it agreeable, would be the op- 
portunity it would give of bringing forward his friends 
with him, and eminently so noble a fellow as De Vere. 
The countenance of Constance was instantly lighted 
up with pleasure, and (or not less than five minutes,, 
she was more gracious to him than ever she bad been 
before; though, the conversation changing, she again 
fell into thoughtfulness, only interrupted by occasional 
stoppages at particular prospects, where they joined the 
landau. Here De Vere was unmPercifully rallied by 
the Earl, on his want of gallantry, if not his laziness, 
in preferring driving to riding; to all which he seem- 
ed to submit with most resigned acquiescence. 

On the whole, to none of the party, except perhapd 
the Marchioness, did this little sally seem to give en- 
tire satisfaction: for the Marchioness knew nothing of 
the interests passing in the hearts of any of them, and 
being of a buoyant cheerful disposition herself, it re- 
quired palpable reasons at least, to make her suspect 
uneasiness in others. She assented, however, to Lady 
Constance's desire that they should return home rather 
sooner than they intended, in order to receive the arrivals 
which might be expected at the Castle; from which 
the Marchioness hoped, and told her inexperienced pu- 
pil to hope, much food for observation. 

Upon their return, therefore, they all took their sta- 
tion upon the terrace, alon^ which the state-rooms of 
the Castle opened, and which was accessible at oneen^ 
by 8 fli^t of 0toiie steps. At the bottom of tbes^ the 
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visitors who approached that way without driving i4ito 
the great court^yard, alighted from their carriages. The 
steps of the terrace were lined by a double row of orarrge 
trees and citrons, which now, in full fruit, extended 
themselves to the door of the guard-room, where the 
lady of the castle stood with her relations, to receive 
her guests. 

I truth it was a goodly sight to see the gay company 
ascending in groups, and moving through odoriferous 
shrubs and flowers, till they arrived at the most beau- 
tiful flower of all, the youthful Constance, to whom 
having paid their compliments, ceremony ceased, and 
all was ease. 

It wanted an hour to dinner, and half an hour to 
dressing-time; and this odd half hour was dedicated to 
the reception of such guests as, coming from town, or 
« great distance, were to sleep at the Castle, and dress 
for dinner. Some of these (as no introduction was ex- 
pected before dinner-time) remained below; others 
sought their noble hosts. < i ^ 

Among these, the earliest arrived, (she never failed 
of being in time,) was a Mrs. Oldbury, the whimsicai 
wife of a neighbouring and reverend gentleman, who, 
from being bookish and indolent, preferred residing*^ 
his prebendal house at Lichfield, to either their owfi 
mansion-house on his own estate, or a town life. W(* 
Oldbury, therefore, was one of those amiable little aris- 
tocrats of a cathedral town, to whom we formerly »- 
hided, as being most exact in enforcing the li»c o 
separation between the provincial beau roondc ot tn 
Close, and the vulgar thriving people composing uie 
trading part of the city. His husband was a nigh Tor/, 
and as firm a political supporter of Lord Mowbray «* 
ijiis disposition would let him; he was,. however, w 
indolent or too shy to attend his publio days. 

"Seldom aXffte, 'twas such a busy life, 
But duly sent his fiiinily and wife.*' 

We have called Mrs. Oldbury v^himsfical, vtiA^^^ 

she was so; for, being really as we have de^ri*>«* "!J*' 

Woman of respectable rank and consequence)^"" 

^ iiAVe received as h right those attentions »^ 
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the great and fashiooable which really well-bred peo- 
ple Deirer refuse where they are merited, she seemed 
to prefer suing for them as an alms, by a pertinacity 
of humiliation and a too obvious flattery, to which a 
mere dependant would hardly. have submitted. She 
watched the eye of a person of fashion, with a sort of 
feline anxiety, and .calculated the exact advances or re- 
trogrades in favour which she made, or thought she had 
made, with those who really were, or assumed to be, 
higher bred than herself. * 

But a very high-looking personage was presently 
seen mounting the steps of the terrace, much entangled 
with his travelling pelisse, which, to Lord Cleveland's 
horror, he found to be the counterpart of his own. Co- 
lour, pattern^ wadding, and above all, the braided 
Brandenburgs, were precisely the same; only there 
having been a hot sun, the house-party rather wonder- 
ed at its having been worn. Mr. Freshville, the new 
arrival, declared, however, it had been very cold, and 
be was glad to put it on. 

^y But how the devil did you come by it?'' said the 
Earl, giving him a finger, rather than a hand; ^I 
thought mine had been the only one in England, and 
it came from Paris but three or iTour days aso." 

'^Exactly the time of mine," answered Freshville; 
mincing his words, but with an assumption of dignity. 

The Earl looked displeased, and said he had already 
found it such an ugly affair that he had resolved to 
give it immediately to his valet. ^^ It may, however, 
keepycm warm enough," added Lord Cleveland. 

Both Constance and her aunt marked this little 
piece of insolence, but to their surprise, the Marchio- 
ness, who with all her rectitude, as it has been hinted, 
loved a little badinage, where she thought it fair to in- 
dulge it, was most diverted with the solemnity of. as- 
tonishment with which Freahvitle received.it In fact 
Mr. Freshville's pride was cruelly afironted as he 
bowed his thanks for this speeoh, which was more 
aiortifying than it seemed: for Freshville, a new man, 
though of fortune, had made his way into most of die 
faahionable classes, only by the studied stiffness of hia 
aiaoMiii It was aot liuit this Wis exactty ti^ diaposi* 
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tion of hb nature; but having resolved to be &shioo« 
able, he had viewed the difiTerent roads to that enviable 
lot> and finding all others pre-occupied, had pitched 
upon a well-pursued, thou^ artificial, fastidiousness, 
as the best means of success. All his deportment there- 
fore was serious; he seemed to be governed by rule 
and line; his looks, manner, voice, and speech were 
wrapped up in a gravity worthy a Spaniard. His dress 
was always most ULshtonaUy exact; he took snufi* with 
peculiar graced and his bow was as if from the height 
of elevation. The speech of the Earl, therefore, was a 
blow to him, and a severer one than at first appeared. 
For whether from his want of pedigree, Or want of 
genius in the walk of ambition he had chosen, he still 
was at a great distance from the enviable point of su- 
preme bon ton; a distinction higher than mere fashion, 
of which all, even of the fashionable, are^ not always 
aware. 

But Freshville, unlike many other coxcombs, had 
made this discovery; and, as. a remedy, he thought, 
that being admitted to the companionship of the Earl 
of Cleveland, h^ could not do better than become the 
double of that illustrious person. Accordingly, he co- 
pied him at least in the fastidious part of his manner,, 
it not being convenient to imitate his agr6mens; and 
not only in London, but even in Paris, he employed 
the same tailor. On the present occasion, therefore, the 
French operator had only (according to a general or- 
der when any thing particularly rich or new had been 
commissioned by Cleveland) obeyed bis instructions; 
and hence the travelling pelisse. 

Lord Cleveland, however, soon resumed his good 
humour; for in fact Freshville was his devoted follower 
in politics, and not only gave him his own vote in par- 
liament, but often aided him in elections, — all which 
was cheaply repaid by Cleveland, though sometimes in 
a manner unpalatable to his pride, by suffering his j90> 
litical, to give himself the airs of a f" fuonabk friend. 

*^ I have just received a letter from him,*' said Fresh- 

ynXie one day, on the eve of a ball which Cleveland was 

- '^ut to give at Richmond. « I wanted to go to Paris, 

" 6qrs be must have me: indeed^ I know he can- 



not do without me. This is a little UDreasonab{e; but 
it is a debt of friendship^ and I suppose I must pay it; 
still, it is really a great bore^'* 

The sufferance of such language by the Earl> secured 
Fresh ville's vote upon every question during the whole 
of that session. 

A landau now drove up, from which landed a gay 
bevy of a mother and daughters, who challenged all 
eyes. These were the females of a family noHiing less 
than Right Honourable. Mr. Partridge, the father, had 
advanced through a long political life to his dignity of 
a Privy Counsellor; which, in truth, was enjoyed much 
more by his wife and daughters, than himself; for it 
had been bestowed upon him, by way of {nat letting 
him down, but) gently pushing him out of an appoint- 
ment of value. 

The lady of this gentleman, had the misfortune (as 
Harclai once shocked her by saying,) to be. the daugh*- 
ter of an Irish earl, though nowise connected with Ire- 
land. He called it a mi^ortune^ pretty much upoa 
the principle of the Lady Lydia Loller, of Addison, 
whose chief reason for desiring to be sent to the infir- 
mary for bad temper was, that she had the misfertune 
to be a lady of quality married to a commoner. It is 
very certain, that the inequality of birth and connexions, 
to say nothing of dispositions,^ between Mr. Partridge 
and his lady, occasioned some little mortification to the 
latter, and a great deal to her daughters: as they, through 
their mother, looked to be considered among the first 
ranks of fashion; while, through their father, they were 
reduced to fear (for they did not confess it even to 
themselves) that they might be thought a little too 
plebeian. This must account for the extreme jealousy 
which both mother and daughters showed, lest their 
pretensions should be called in question; and, in parti- 
cular, for a sort of studied and contemptuous distance, 
at which they all agreed in keeping persons either on 
a level with their father's family, or any way approach- 
inff to rivalry with themselves. 

Both Mr. and Lady Elizabeth Partridge were the 
great allies of Lord Mowbray, who had more than 
once entreated their assistance in doing the honours of 
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tion of his naturei but having resolved to be iashioQ- 
able, he had viewed the difiTerent roads to that enyiaUe 
lot^ and finding all others preoccupied, had pitched 
upon a well-pursued, thou^ artificial, fastidiousness, 
as the best means of success. All his deportment there- 
fore was serious; he seemed to be governed by rule 
and line; his looks, manner, voice, and speech were 
wrapped up in a aravity worthy a Spaniard. His dress 
was always most lashionaUy exact; he took snuff with 
peculiar graced and his bow was as if from the height 
of elevation. The speech of the Earl, therefore, was a 
blow to him, and a severer one than at first appeared. 
For whether from his want of pedigree, of want of 
genius in the walk of ambition he had chosen, be still 
was at a great distance from the enviable point of su- 
preme bon ton; a distinction higher than mere &shioD) 
of which all, even of the fashionable, are not always 
aware. 

But Freshville, unlike many other coxcombs, had 
made this discovery; and, as. a remedy, he thought, 
that being admitted to the companionship of the Earl 
of CleveUnd, h^ could not do better than become the 
double of that illustrious person. Accordingly, he co- 
pied him at least in the fastidious part of his manner^ 
it not being convenient to imitate his agr6mens; and 
not only in London, but even in Paris, he employed 
the same tailor. On the present occasion, therefere^tbe 
French operator had onlv (according to a general o^ 
der when any thing particularly rich or new had been 
commissioned by Cleveland) obeyed bis instructiofls; 
and hence the travelling pelisse. 

Lord Cleveland, however, soon resumed his good 
humour; for in fact Freshville was his devoted follower 
in politics, and not only gave him his own vote in ^' 
liament, but often aided him in elections, — all whi* 
was cheaply repaid by Cleveland, though sometimes in 
a manner unpalatable to his pride, bv suffering his/'^ 
litical, to give himself the airs of a /^^ hianabk friend. 

*' I have just received a letter from him,*' said freA- 
l?lle one day, on the eve of a ball which Cleveland w>8 

~^ut to give at Richmond. ^ I wanted to go to FanSf 
n fiajTs be must have me: indeedi I kooir he can< 



not do without me. This is a little unreasonable; but 
it is a debt of friendship, and I suppose I must pay it; 
still, it is really a great bore/* 

The sufferance of such language by the Earl> secured 
Fresh ville's vote upon every question during the whole 
of that session. 

A landau now drove up, frooti which landed a gay 
bevy of a mother and daughters, who challenged all 
eyes. These were the females of a family noHiing less 
than Right Honourable. Mr. Partridge^ the father, had 
advanced through a long political life to his dignity of 
a Privy Counsellor; which, in truth, was enjoyed much 
more by his wife and daughters, than himself; for it 
had been bestowed upon him, by way of (nd; letting 
him down, but) gently pushing him &ut of an appoint- 
ment of value. 

The lady of this gentleman, had the misfortune (as 
Harclai once shocked her by saying,) to be. the daugh* 
ter of an Irish earl, though nowise connected with Ire* 
land. He called it a misfortune^ pretty much upoa 
the principle of the Lady Lydia Loller, of Addison, 
whose chief reason for desiring to be sent to the infir- 
mary for bad temper was, that she had the misfortune 
to be a lady of quality married to a commoner. It is 
very certain, that the inequality of birth and connexions, 
to say nothing of dispositions, between Mr. Partridge 
and his lady, occasioned some little mortification to the 
latter, and a great deal to her daughters: as they, through 
their mother, looked to be considered among the first 
ranks of fashion; while, through their father, they were 
reduced to fear (for they did not confess it even to 
themselves) that th^y might be thought a little too 
plebeian. This must account for the extreme jealousy 
which both mother and daughters showed, lest their 
pretensions should be called in question; and, in parti- 
cular, for a sort of studied and contemptuous distance, 
at which they all agreed in keeping persons either on 
a level with their father's family, or any way approach- 
inff to rivalry with themselves. 

Both Mr. and Lady Elizabeth Partridge were the 
great allies of Lord Mowbray, who had more than 
once entreated their assistance in doing the honours o^^ 
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site to her Cither, supported by the Marquess and 
Lord Cleveland; and both the Partridges were grati- 
fied by getting Sir Melmoth Strickland, a young ba- 
ronet just come to his fortune, between them. Clay- 
ton, as aid-de-camp, took one end of the table ; and 
Eustace, . who might have pretended to any place, or 
any companion, absorbed by far other thoughts, made 
an attempt to seat himself next to him, being sure of at 
least such subjects as engrossed them both; but being 
summoned higher up by Lord Mowbray, he, not over 
willingly, took a vacant chair next, and below Miss 
Zephyrina Partridge. That young lady was delighted, 
but not less than the fortunate Sir Bertie, whose good 
genius having brought him into the neighbourhood 
precisely in the moment, seized upon a place between 
Lord Eustace and Harclai. 

Clayton was a little- mortified at losing his noble 
companion ; but luckily perceiving the town clerk of 
the borough he represented, who always attended 
these meetings, he beckoned him to his side, and pam- 
pering him with the nicest morsels and choicest wines, 
made up for his own banishment from the beau monde 
of the table, by engaging deep in borough politics, and 
turning those attentions to profit, from the contrast 
they afforded to the seeming indifference of De Vere. 

But though from this little incident, Clayton reaped 
advantage in certain schemes of ambition; and the 
keen eye of Lord Cleveland, versed in this sort of 
play, detected much of his design, it wholly escaped 
the person most interested to understand it, namely, 
the unconscious De Vere. Had it concerned him in- 
deed more nearly, his obtuseness as to this, would 
have been the same ; for he had neither eye nor ear 
but for very different objects, in Constance and her 
admirer. 

Constance herself, who was never out of her place, 
seemed, on a day like this, peculiarly in it: for it is 
certain, in receiving and returning the thousand little 
compliments, which it became her to receive and 
return, the native dignity and collectedness of de- 
meanour, which we have so often described, never 
had more room to display themselves. 

The simpUcity of her attire, which at first had 
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struck many as remarkable, only made her the more 
conspicuous; and Cleveland, who was him^lf dis- 
posed to prefer great sumptuousness in woman's dress, 
and had often been consulted on the Subject by very 
^reat ladies, was so impressed with this novel charm 
in' Constance, that, after confessing his former tastes, 
he owned she had made him a convert to hers. 

The little interchange of looks, and notice of indi- 
vidual parts of dress, which this necessarily occasioned, 
denoted a sort of familiarity which would have any 
^hing but pleased De Vere at any time; and in the 
frame of mind he was in, it was, for a while, insup- 
portable. — Pie looked round for assistance, but found 
it not where he first sought it — ^in his neighbour Her- 
bert, who seemingly, much to his annoyance, had 
been pressed by Lady Elizabeth into a deep disquisi- 
tion upon the distinction of ranks in society. 

But on Mortimer's left hand was the little Euphe- 
mia, whose gentle manners and modest form had always 
m^de her a sort of favourite of his. To her he turned, 
und, as he had sometimes done before, might have 
drawn her out in conversation; but catching a look 
from Constance across the table, for the soul of him he 
could not proceed. Yet afterwards, upon observing the 
still increasing attentions of the Earl, seemingly not 
unwelcome to the lady, he for two moments felt he 
knew not what desire of retaliation, which impelled 
liim to show the most marked kindness of manner to 
his little neighbour* 

But it was only for two moments; for his pride of 
character immediately asserted itself. He felt not only 
that he was doing his cousin wrong, by presuming to 
think he had any claim upon her; but that he was not 
doing himself right, in a demonstration of particularity 
to another woman, suited perhaps to a male coquet, 
but not to De Vere. This had such an effect upon him, 
that he fell into the opposite extreme, and, from hav- 
ing'been markedly kind, became as markedly neglect*^ 
ful. 'Twas hard upon Euphemia; but of such wayward 
materials are the best of us sometimes composed. 

He was, however, at last relieved by Herbert, who 
had profited by a question from Lord Mowbray to 
Lady Elizabeth, to escape from a deep lamentation on 
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the inroads made- by commercial riches upon the ex- 
clusive consideration, in other times so properly enjoy- 
ed by the nobility alone. Lady Elizabeth, whose po* 
litical ambition at least centereid in Lord Mowbray, 
could not refuse to listen to his account of some pro- 
posed alterations he was making at the Castle; and 
Herbert, turning to De Vere, fairly got rid of the task 
she had imposed upon him, of giving his opinion of 
Miller's book upon Ranks, just then published. 

De Vere also profited by this release, and at last be- 
gan to enjoy the observation excited by various little 
groups within eye and ear shot, who trusted, good 
easy people! full surely, that they wero independent 
of both. 

The Partridges, for example, had absolutely ab- 
sorbed Sir Melmoth Strickland, who, from the laugh, 
loud and frequent, with which whatever he uttered was 
received, was less of a coxcomb than a thousand others 
of his age, if he did not think himself a wit, or at least 
the most agreeable man in the room. Miss Zephyrina 
had not, indeed, thus favoured him from the beginning, 
but had bestowed the whole of her attentions upon 
Lord Eustace, who never was in worse condition to 
receive them; for he evidently wished not only the 
dinner, but the day to be over, that he might get back 
to London with Cleveland. 

"Who are those foolish young women?" asked 
Herbert of De Vere. 

"They are distant relations of Lady Constance," 
answered Mortimer, 

** Seemingly very distant,'' observed the Doctor. 

^' Have a care,'* rejoined De Vere, looking at Lady 
Elizabeth; then added, in a low voice, " their mamma." 

Herbert, who was not remarkable for great consi- 
deration for the sex, drily replied, ^^ It would do her 
no harm had she heard me." 

Sir Bertie now began to revel in the delightful op- 
portunity he had achieved of cultivating such a neigh- 
bour as Eustace, and cpnceived it behoved him to show 
some knowledge of high acquaintance; he therefore be- 
gan to criticise the party assembled, observing it was 
a very mixed one. 

^ These parties generally are," said Lord Eustace. 
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'^They must be very amusing sometimes to vous 
autres/^ added Sir Bertie. 

** You ought rather to say nous autres/' replied 
XZustace, with as much gravity as he could command. 

Sir Bertie bowed till his nose almost touched the 
table. 

** There is, however, some good company,'^ conti* 
nued the Knight; "and how very well Lord West- 
l>rQok looks.'' — Here he fix^ his eyes on a gentleman 
in liOrd Mowbray's neighbourhood, of the name of Sta« 
pylton. 

'^ Lord Westbrook!" exclaimed Eustace, ^^ he is in 
Italy!" 

" Oh! I see I am mistaken," replied Sir Bertie, tak- 
ing out his glass; " I am really quite blind: I see it is 
LiOrd Melton, whom I have sometimes met at Court.^' 
*^ Lord Melton is in France," replied Eustace; ^^and 
is at least twenty years older than that gentleman, who 
is a Mr. Stapylton, and who, indeed, is often at Court, 
having a place in the household." 

" I -knew I had seen him there," rejoined Sir Bertie, 
almost disconcerted; and, willing to forget Mr. Stapyl- 
ton, immediately added, " I am afraid the poor Bishop 
of Salisbury begins to break;" and he looked pointedly 
at Dr. Herbert, over against him. 

" If you mean the dignitary over the way," said 
Eustace, excessively amused, "that is Dr. Herbert, 

Head of College, Oxford." 

" Impossible !" returned Sir Bertie, now much con- 
fused; "I cannot surely be so blind!" and here his 
countenance' fell, and he was silent for three whole 
minutes. 

But Harcfai, who, as we have said, sat next him, 
and to his great enjoyment had heard the whole con- 
versation, was kind enough not to let him languish in 
obscurity; and knowing his history, observed, loud 
enough for Eustace to hear," Yours is a very fine chris- 
tian name. Sir Bertie." 

" Are you related to the Ancaster family?'^ asked 
Eustace. 

"No; not related," answered Sir Bertie; but not 
disliking the question. 
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^ Perhaps a godson of the Duke?'' pursued llarchiy 
drily- 

The Knight had no wish to destroy the supposition, 
but could not decently confiroft it; ne therefore was 
silent, wisely considering that if Harclai was wroog,it 
was no part of his duty, to set him right. At the same 
time feeling hemmed up between two persons whose 
curiosity he did not exactly make out, but began to 
suspect, he knew not which way to look, and felt for a 
time at least, uncomfortable enough to give Harclai all 
the satisfaction he had intended to derive from him. 

We pass the rest of the dinner, and the exertions, 
heavy enough, of the various parties into which the 
table was divided, to make thi^ir constraint appear 
like ease. We pass the still heavier exertions after- 
wards, to give a general interest to the conversation 
among the gentlemen; though we do not do this for 
any thing that is to come more exhilarating among the 
ladies. From Lady Constance's account, when they had 
withdrawn, never had her desire to make people pleased 
with one another, succeeded so ill. From this account 
it should seem that her drawing-room, except where a 
little enlivened by pride, and resistance to pride, was 
the prototype of an animated description of English 
<K)untry society, taken afterwards, and indeed in the 
wilds of Northumberland; but taken by a Stael,and ap- 
plicable perhaps to counties nearer the sun. 

" Elle (la soci6t6) etait compos6e de sept femmes les 
plus graves de la province; deux d'entre elles 6taient 
des demoiselles de cinquante ans, timides commea 
quinze. Une femme disait E Pautre; * Ma chere, croyez- 
vous que Peau soit assez bouillante pour la verser sur 
le thfe?' — <Ma chfere,' i-^pondait Pautre, *je crois que 
ce serait trop tdt; car ces Messieurs ne sont pas encore 
prets SL venir.' — ' Resteront-ils longtemps a table au- 
jourdhui,' disait la troisi&me; 'qu'en croyez-vous, ma 
ch^re ?' — * Je ne sais pas,' r^pondait la quatri&me. * J® 
crois plut&t qu'ils parlent de cette chasse au renard qw 
les a tant occup6s la semaine pass6e: je crois cependant 
que le diner sera bient6t fini.' — * Ah ! je ne I'espfere 
gu^res,' disait la sixi&me en soupirant, et le silence re- 
commen§ait" 

Such had been the appearance of even Constance's 
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'drawing-roomy where the pensive habits of her aunt 
tsould give her little assistance, and the false and silly 
pride of her Partridge kinswomen gave her the reverse 
of it. All therefore were glad of the arrival of the 
gentlemen, who came flocking in with looks in equal 
ivant of relief, and seemingly rejoiced to revive those 
spirits with coffee, which even wine bad not succeeded 
in elevating. 



Chapter xxviil 

TH£ MASQUE. 

Come now, what masques, what dances shall we have, 
To wear away this long age of three hours. 
Between our after supper, and bed time? 

SRi.KSPEi.KS. 

A GROOM of the chambers now entered the drawing- 
room, furnished with a number of little printed bills, 
announcing those intended theatricals, which, we may 
remember, had for some days been in preparation; and 
as the expectation of the little drama, thus announced, 
occupied all minds, there was a deliverance from that 
greatest distress of Englishmen and Englishwomen, — 
the fear of one another. There was now a common 
topic, of no inconsiderable interest, equal almost to a 
change of ministry, or an election itself. 

The bills set forth the title and characters of the re- 
presentation, with the names of the actors; and the en- 
tertainment purported to be — 

««A MASQUE 
Compiledfrom the older Poets, 
** The Queen of Arcadia, by Miss — — . 

•• Sylvan, by Miss 

" Hours of Night, by Blisses ^ &c. &c." 



Many were the questions and conjectures upon all 
this. What was the exact meaning of Masque? Who 
voiu I. 21 
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was the author or compiler? Who were the older po- 
ets? How could the hours of nighty or any hours, be 
represented upon the staged 

A Lady Colhourne, an authoress of note, here par- 
ticularly distinguished herself, in answering several 
critical inquiries; nay, once had the effrontery to set 
Miss Partridge right, in a coii}ecture in which that 
young lady was lamentably wrong;, as to the sex of Syl- 
van. 

Miss Partridge's remark had been made to Sir Mel- 
moth, and she blushed « littie, a very little, at the cor- 
rection; but made up for it by murmuring in a loud 
whisper, that she had never been an authoress; which 
produced a repartee from Lady Colbourne, who io a 
whisper to a neighbour, equally loud, observed it would 
have been of no detriment to her knowledge, if she had. 

As to the compiler, it was at least no general secret^ 
since Clayton, who had discovered it from Lord Mow- 
bray, had disclosed it to Lord Cleveland, and he to all 
his circle. The subject, however, was«till strictly con- 
cealed, nor could Constance herself answer the numerous 
questions thdt were made to her upon it, but professed 
herself equally ignorant with her guests. 

The theatre was tastefully decorated; the stage re- 
presenting a sylvan scene, not merely in the perspective 
of painting, but set off on all sides with living pilots 
and shrubs. Among these a group of little actre^<^ 
-appeared, fluttering about in spangled dresses, ^^^ 
wings, representing the Hours of Night To these 
entered Sylvan ;* and the following dialogue, taken (rota 
an old composition of other times, commenced between 
him and one of the Hours. These two characters were 
represented by two beautiful girls of twelve or thir- 
teen, whose silver voices, and impressive wanner, 
pleased all. 

*^ Sylvan, TeU me, gentle Hour of Nlg^ht, 

Wherein dost thou roost delig^ht^ 
Mtmr, Not in sleep. 
Syhan. Wherein then } 
&UT, in the frolic view of men. 
Syhan, Lor'st thou music? 
Hour, Oh! His sweet. 
8ylvan. What 's dancing > 
mur. E'en the mirth of feet. 




BE VERK. 343 

Joy you in fairies and in elveB? 

We are of that sort ourselves.^- 

But Sylvan, say, why do you love 

Only to frequent the grove ? 
Syhnm. Life is fullest of content^ 

When delight is innocent. 
JElbur. Pleasure must vaxy, not be long; 

Search, then, jslse where for dance and song.''* 

Sylvan, however, tells the Hours that he is theo in 
quest) not of dance or song, but of a rural deity, who 
had been lately appointed by Jove to reign* over those 
woods and plains, and who had only just taken posses- 
sion of her sovereignty. 

Other masquers, representing Nymphs of the woods^ 
flock in and tell the Hours they were on the same 
quest Then the Hour who had addressed Sylvan, 
pointing to a castle at a distance, informs her visitors, 
in the following lines, that she can show them the way 
to the object of their search. 

** Ye swains and breathings roses of the wood! 
Fair silver-busjkined nymphs, both great and good, 
I know this quest of yours, and free intent. 
Is aQ in honour an4 devotion meant,' 
To the great imstreas of yon princely shrine. 
Whom with low rev'rence I adore as mine.** 

After this, she tells them to follow her, in a song 
which was beautifully sung by the little actress. 

" O'er the smooth enamelled green 
Where no print of step hath been^ 
Follow me, as I sing 
And touch the warbled string. 
Under the shady roof * 

Of branching elm^ star-proof. 

Follow, follow, follow me ; 
I will bring you where she «t9. 
Clad in splendour, as befits 

Her Deity. 
Such a rural queen. 
All Arcadia bath not seen.'^ 

* We believe the copies of this Masque are peculiarly scarce^ 
but we^ave no doubt of its authenticity, having taken these lines 
from the amusing, and far more than amusing work of that polite 
achokr, acute inquirer, and amiable man, Ifr. D'lsraeli; we mean 
the "Curiosities of Literature." 
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The last coaplet was a chorus by the Hoars ; the 
children sang it charmingly ; and amid the applansesof 
the spectators, the scene opening, discovered a seat ot 
state, on which sat a gracefal girl, set off in pastoral 
elegance, and representing the tutelary goddess, and 
queen of Arcadia. 

The little deity received the homage of her new 
subjects with graceful benignity, and promised protec- 
tion for themselves, their groves, and their meadows. 
But while expatiating on the delight of her new condi- 
tion. Mercury enters, and addressing her as the fa- 
voured of Jove, tells her that the more she is favoured, 
the more important must be the objects of her care: 
that it is not the intention of the father of gods and men 
to leave her long in a mere rural sovereignty ; but that 
she must soon prepare to be translated to the city, 
there to fix her temple in the bustle of resort. 

All this consumed about an hour ; and we may sup- 
pose, considering the audience, that it was not viewed 
without pleasure. In fact, without the interest of such 
near relationship between some of the spectators and 
the performers, it was not a thing for a stranger to view 
with indifference; for all the children perfm*med most 
pleasingly, and the two principal actors both spoke 
and sang with great impression. 

But exclusive of this, there is a charm in the inno- 
cence of infancy, which sets off infant powers so irre- 
sistibly, that not merely the most rugged, but the most 
withered heart is impressed with it. 

On this principle (for there was little interest in the 
story,) Harclai was moved ; and Lord Cleveland, for 
some reason or other, showed signs of being so too, 
though we doubt a little whether from the same cause 
as Harclai. 

Every thing was otherwise gay and brilliant ; and 
whatever critics might have been disposed to say of the 
invention, or the revival of old quaint allegories, the 
thing was at least uncommon, and the guests, struck 
with the appositeness of the application, turnttl their 
eyes in quest of Constance. 

^ The trial to which she was now exposed, it required 
"^ her self-possession to stand; especially as Lord 
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Cleirelan4 bd takan care, b^ particular gestures, not 
to let the allusions escape. She was indeed distressed 
at being thus brought forward ; and, though secretly 
not displeased at this tribute of gallantry from Morti- 
mer^ she, at the moment, regretted deeply that he had 
made her the object of such gazing attention. Indeed, the 
whole company, or at least all those of note, or whose 
admiration might be expressed without appearing an 
absolute liberty, crowded roupd her with eagerness, to 

Eour into her youthful ear the compliments which her 
eauty and elegance niight have very sincerely promp- 
ted, even if her high station had not seemed to com* 
mand them. 

It appeared to rain compliments ; some of them a 
little too plain, but some of them refined ; and if the 
success of her little scene pleased her, and rendered 
her a little ('twas only a little) more alive to the homage 
paid to the Queen of Arcadia on her birth-night festivi- 
ty, I will not be the first to blame the swelUog of her 
youthful heart, for what she afterwards bitterly blamed 
herself. 

Yet, though in ireality she could not be very angry 
with Mortimer for complimentary applications, so clas- 
sically wrapped up, she would, at the moment, have 
been better content had he chosen any other subject, 
for his Muse. But he did * not immediately appear; 
and if she felt displeasure at all, it was but transient, 
and lost in the satisfaction of perceiving that her pro^ 
jected theatrical entertainment had succeeded to her 
very wish. 

Buoyant with the spirits which this occasioned, she 
now proposed dancing ; and all moved to the ball-room, 
where the allegory would have been forgotten, but 
for the comments made upon it by some of the gen- 
tlemen. 

It is said walls have ears ; and if it is so any where, 
it 18 in the unguarded moments and the crowding of a 
ball-room, where the walls are even lined with ears^ 
(and those of peculiar quickness,) — ^the ears of chape* 
roos ; who, for the most part, choose their stations dose 
against them. — ^Thus, not half a yard from Lady Elea- 
nor Md thaMarohiooess, Lord Cleveland began a eon* 

21* 
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yersation with Clayton, ignorant who, or that any one, 
was behind them. 

<< And what," said Cleveland, ^ do yoa think of the 
fine pageant we have been seeing?" 

** I have no right to think in this house," answered 
Clayton. 

** If you had said, like old Lenthall the Speaker, to 
see, or hear, or speak, except as this house should com- 
mand you, you might be right," returned the Eari; 
*' but thoughts, you know, are free all the world over.'' 

" Ay, but not to be spoken." 

^You have some treason then in your thougbts, 
which your dutiful heart dare not utter." 

"Nay! no treason," said Clayton, "to any one to 
whom I owe allegiance." 

** That is, to the lord of the Castle," returned Cleve- 
land; "but what say you to the lady?" 

" I am equally clear," returned Clayton. 

"The minstrel then! the bard! the poet! What shall 
I call him? the compiler from poets !" 

" He is my friend," observed Clayton. 

" So he is mine; but surely this does not exempt bio 
from a little good-natured criticism !" 

" I think then — or rather I fear — ^that the lady of his 
vows — " 

"Of his vows!" 

" Yes ! Whom with low reverence I adore as mine! 
— Did not your lordship observe ?" 

"I did; but what of her?" 

"That she has no reason to thank him." 

" Surely, then, she would be a most ungrateful lady; 
/or never were there such complimentary puerilities !'' 

"That is what J fear," observed Clayton: "I hope 
it is ill-founded ; but I shall be surprised if her delicacy 
be not wounded at being so brought forward. I am 
really quite sorry for De Vere." 

" Mr. De Vere," said Lord Cleveland, (laying a stress 
on the word il/r., to mark a sense to which he was very 
much alive, whenever he thought a Parvenu too fami- 
liar,) Mr, De Vere is very much obliged to you. But 

'^y are you so sorry?" 
because she has been an object of public flattery, 
I know she cannot bear." 
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<' And yet I shonld like to have beea the flatterer,*** 
observed Lord Cleveland pensively, '^ but for the child- 
ish scenes in which it was conveyed.'^ 

Here they were joined by Dr. Herbert; and the Earl, 
wishing for his criticism, asked his opinion, but was 
surprised, and perhaps not over pleased, to find him 
(generally so severe a critic) a declared approver. 

^ It seems,'' said Herbert, " put together in the very 
spirit of the old poets.'' 

" A carpenter, or any clumsy workman, puts toge- 
ther," observed Cleveland; '^and I suppose you have 
used that term to designate your opinion of the work- 
manship." 

«No, indeed," replied the Divine; "I was quite 
pleased." 

** And the allusions to the lady of the Castle ?" 

« Were a delicate hint of what was expected from 
her accomplishments and station." 

^^ But the poetry ! Had I not known the compiler, I 
should have thought it hired from some servitor or 
sizer of Oxford or Cambridge." 

**You are right," said the Doctor, significantly; "for 
it was chiefly hired from one Milton; who, as you say, 
was a sizer at Cambridge." 

The Earl had rather forgotten; but not minding the 
innuendo, he went on: " De Vere is a lucky man; for 
his person seems to please the lady in the dance, and 
his poetry does not displease the most refined critic in 
England. But I forgot he was your ward, and always 
a favourite." 

" I am not ashamed of him," said the Doctor; then 
turning, he beheld Lady Eleanor, who, with the Mar- 
chioness, had heard every word of this conversation, 
and who willingly made room for him between them. 
Lord Cleveland turned too; but, feeling not so wel- 
come, he stalked away in gloomy hauteur, to recover 
himself, by observing De Vere and his cousin followed 
in the dance by the admiration of the whole room. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 
Hneivnie. 

In sooth, 1 know not vh; I km (o ud 

It wL'ariei me; you toy it weuies 70a: 
But ti ow 1 ought it, found it, or came hj it, 
^ 1 am to Ittia, 

" I LIKE not this ^^at lord so well as I did," wA 
the Marchioness to Constance, when the latter joined 
her in her drsssing-room, on the night that closed upon 
her birthday; "yetl can foi^iremuch to the jealousy 
of his love." 

She then would have acquainted Constance with the 
conversation in the ball-room; but Constance had be- 
fore been told it by Lady Eleanor word for word. 

" It is evident," continued the Marchioness, "though 
T know not why, that he did not like your littU paigeant 
He agreed with Mr. Clayton, in thinking you might 
feel the allusions too pointed." 

" Mr. Clayton has little right to obtrude an opinion," 
replied Constance; "but as to the allusions, I did not 
like them myself, for I was too flatteringly made ao 
object of unpleasant observation." 

" Your birthday would excuse that," observed the 
Marchioness. 

" Peihaps BO," said Constance, pensively. " But 
Bow it is over, I begin not to like this birthday ; and 
^8 to the masque, you see the bard wants to send me 
*** X<ondon, to reign over I know not what sort of peo- 
^J^t and leave Sylvan, and the Houra, and the woods, 
to themselves." 
^^ *' And would you not like to reign in Londao?" 

, ^tl the Marchioness. 
«t^ " i care not for reignine any where," returned CoD- 
,?^e gravely, "unless I had subjects to ray mind." 
*»eg^*-ord Cleveland, for instance," said the Marchio- 

^li! nol— I liked bim not befinv} and thii peto* 



lance towards my little pageant does not make me like 
liim more/' 

" You do like the Masque then?'* 
'^ I liked the acting, though not the subject; and I 
think I may even like the composition, when Dr. Her- 
bert, a man worth ar thousand Lord Clevelands, ap- 
proved it. At any rate, who could fail to like tiiose 
interesting children?" 

^^ Ajy but the story! and the application! Your 
great temple, you see, is to be in the world; you are to 
take a lead, and act up to your station. All very pro- 
per ; I only wonder the poet did not associate some 
demi-god, some Lord Cleveland with you, in your 
reign !" 

^^ My dear Marchioness, said Constance, ^ one would 
think you and my aunt had combined to fill my head 
with things, which at present are the farthest from it 
My father too has hinted something about Lord Cleve- 
land, and the Mat of a king's favourite. But why, 
on just entering the world, am I not to be tallowed to 
take mj own view of it? Why, just arrived at the 
enjoyment of liberty, am I to act as if I had none?" 

^ Dear Constance," said the Marchioness, moved at 
seeing her moved, *^ nobody more than myself, would 
have you see and appreciate the world, for which yott 
are so formed." 

" There again," observed Constance, ^ is my aunt— 
her very sentiment, her very language. She too hinted 
something of great alliance; and even Mortimer, in 
the course of the evening talked in the same strain. 
I own this both teazes and puzsdes me. I shall grow 
froward and peevish. Indeed, I am so already, I fear, 
with my dear Lady Eleanor: for though I can under^ 
stand my father's partiality to Lord Cleveland, I own 
I cannot comprehend her motive, and stiU less my cou- 
sin's, for wishing me so soon out of the way." 

The Marchioness fell into musing upon this, till she 
observed ^' Depend upon it, whatever Lady Eleanor 
does, (and I really believe I may add her son,) proceeds 
from some notion of high duty which must always 
render it respectable." 

*^ I believe so too," said Constance, and a deep sigh 
escaped her, which to many, who reflect that it came 
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irom one of the faTOuiites of the worlds set off with all 
the gifts of fortune, beauty, riches, high descent, ele- 
gance,and what is more, innocence of life, and all on the 
night of her birthday, when a whole county had assem- 
bled to pay her willing homage — ^to these, I say — ^that 
such a creature should sigh, and*sigh heavily, might 
appear extraordinary. But let all such look deeper 
than the surface, let them reflect, thirt an EarPs daugh- 
ter is no more than the same compcHind of human feel- 
ings (as she is of the same mould) as the simplest cot- 
tager. But should they go farther, and wonder that 
the innocence and gentleness we have described ia 
Constance, should I^ visited already with uneasinessi 
let them remember, too, that the scheme of the ever 
watching Power that directs, as well as made the wortd, 
is trial; trial, to which^ (so inscrutable is the scheme) 
the purest innocence seems often the most ^q[>osed. 

'< For not the blaiDoless life, nor artitess youth. 
Nor beauty's bloom» nor inno<^nce» nor truths 
Can move that mind mysteriou8» whose cbread power 
Doth, chastening', rule our transitory hour, 
And low dodk lay the im>ud man's haughtiest boas^ 
And oft thS'bslghteft viitue ti&es the most**' 

Let me not^ however, be too prophetic of the fate 
of Constance, but leave herself to unravel it with the 
reader, as the story proceeds ; satisfied if she is as in- 
teresting to him a& she is to me. It is certain, that at 
the end of this joyous night, when the whole castle 
had £een' in a Uaze, 



With pomp, and feaat, and revelry— 
With masque, aiid antique pa^antry $' 
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when old and young had opened their hearts to pka- 
sure, attd were full of Hke prsftsesand happiness of the 
heiress of Mowbray, — the heiress herself felt an un- 
usual heaviness about her heart It prevented her rest 
long afler her friend the Marchioness had kissed her 
for the night, and wished her repose. 

But the world, which had so long occupied her, at 
length shut out, her reflective habit returned, with 
|>erhapft double force, from contrast, and the excite- 
M«nt and tension of her nerves during an eventfid day 



gave way at length to a relaxation which was only in- 
creased by the previous exertion. Far from being 
able to sleep, all that she had seen or heard passed ia 
review before her ; the fitting, the dance, the rich 
display, the profusion, not to say waste. Then came 
the new characters she had seen, the conversations, 
the jealous airs, the struggles to shine, the actings, 
the simulations, the dissimulations! At one time she 
might have laughed at these; at present they were not 
laughable. In truth, seemingly in the midst of plea- 
sure, an unaccountable fearfulness came over her from 
another cause. For she had been led by natural feel- 
ing, as well as education, to the purest habits of reli- 
gion ; and never contemplated her own lot, without 
wondering at the intentions, as well as the bounty of 
Providence, in giving it Though from nature lofty 
enough upon occasion, far from being elevated into 
pride by this, she was often humbled in the thought 
of its uncertainty ; and this thought generally assailed 
her most, when she had most seemed to shine, as now, 
in the favour of the world. 

On the present occasion, every thing had bowed 
down before her; she had enjoyed it, whilst coursing 
the gay circle that surrounded her, in which not an 
eye that beheld, but would have pronounced her plea- 
sure unmixed. And so it was, as far as innocence couM 
make it pure, and as far as crowds of participators pre- 
vented reflection, But left to herself, and excitement 
at an end, her spirits fell; she wondered what there was 
in her that could make her so favoured. Her position 
seemed too high for her desert, or the fortune of any 
simple individual. She saw the stars of heaven through 
her casements: they seemed to faiock what had been 
going forward; to remind her, from their immenisity, 
of her own littleness, and of the fragile and momentary 
tenure by which her greatness, small as it was in the 
comparison, was held. 

A sad sort of foreboding suddenly came over her. 
She thought of Lord Cleveland, as the source of future 
ills; she thought of the uncertainties of life, of the mys- 
teries of Providence, and of the precipitous downfal 
that often attends tiie proouses of the most seemingly 
durable prosperity. 
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From this, she passed to even severe self-accusaiioii} 
«t having been occupied the whole day by her gran- 
deur, and the homage of flatterers; and taxed herself 
with ungrateful neglect of Him, who alone, and for 
His own purposes, had thus magoified her above her 
fellow-creatures. 

Whether all this arose from the exhaustion of her 
spirits, or that there is in truth such a thing as fore- 
boding, the instrumentality of which is used by the 
Almighty in shaping our actions; or whether, as was 
probable, it was the simple re-action of a pious and 
modest mind, — ^this virtuous and excellent creature 
was depressed even to sadness, on the close of that day 
which her friends as well %s herself had expected would 
prove so happy. Thoughtful, and, as we have said, 
uncomfortably prophetic, instead of lying down to rest, 
she continued in reflection long after all, or nearly all 
her guests, who had shared in her festivities, had for- 
gotten her, and whatever cares they had of their own, 
in sleep. 

In this state, she had recourse to the only thing that 
on such occasions can console a depressed heart, and 
which, in the few trials she had hitherto undergone, 
had always consoled hers, — a commendation of her fate 
to the favour of her Maker. Before him, therefore, 
she humbled herself with sincere reverence; and inJ- 
ploring forgiveness, if she had thought too highly of 
her own merits, besought Him that if it was His will 
to try her, it might not be beyond her strength. 

She reaped from devotion its usual reward. She 
grew more confiding, more hopeful of protection; and 
though the morning was now beginning to break, she 
lay down at last to a refreshing sleep, having first wiped 
away some precious tears, which she could not pre- 
vent, — tears that were 

•' The gracious signs of sweet remorse, 
And pious awe, that feared to have offended." 
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